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A wagon train attacked... 
The men killed or 
running for their lives... 


The women spared to become slaves of their Comanche 
Indian captors. Sold to the Pawnee warriors for ponies. 
Honor O’Brien was one of these women. But her beauty 
and courage saved her for another fate—to become wife of 
the next Comanche chief. 


Escape or die—that was her choice. 

Suddenly escape became the reality. And Honor O’Brien 
ran for her life—straight into the arms of the chiefs friend, 
the white man Brice Devlin. And Devlin wanted only one 
thing from Honor O’Brien.... 
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Suddenly, the bearskin was shoved aside, allowing 
a tall figure to enter the lodge . Honor could see 
very little in the low light cast by the small fire, 
but she was immediately struck with the masculine 
strength of this man . He spoke in the Indian di¬ 
alect, bowing his head formally, as though asking 
permission to enter . Honor kept her head bowed, 
not wanting this new Indian warrior to become 
interested in her. 

“You have a name?” 

The voice was deep, authoritative and sent a 
strange quiver through her. She dared to reuse 
her eyes to cast a furtive glance at the stranger. 
Shadowed in the flickering light she could not tell 
if he was smiling or not, but as he moved forward 
a little, she gasped at seeing eyes of silvery-blue 
staring back at her * 


He was white / 
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“Miss O’Brien, it is time to get up! Mr. Houlihan and 
your brother are awaiting you downstairs.” 

Honor groaned, determined not to allow anyone or any¬ 
thing to awaken her from the lovely dream she had been hav¬ 
ing. She was dreaming that she was back in Charleston and 
John Graham was kissing her outstretched hand and asking 
her for the next dance at the county cotillion. John was cer¬ 
tainly a handsome man, but never did he seem so handsome 
as in her dreams of the home she was not likely to see again. 

“Miss Honor, please wake up.” 

Honor opened one eye tentatively, focusing slowly on the 
round visage of the English girl who had been installed as her 
maid while she and her brother took advantage of the hospi¬ 
tality of Edward and Patricia Houlihan during their stay in 
St. Louis. The Houlihans had been good friends with her own 
parents, and when they had found out that Reid and Honor 
O’Brien were passing through St. Louis on their way to Inde¬ 
pendence, Missouri, in order to join the first available wagon 
train, they insisted the brother and sister stay with them. 

The maid was smiling anxiously, her plump hands rolled 
like a large white sausage beneath her wad of apron. 

“Oh, Martha, must I get up now? It has been ages since 
I’ve enjoyed the comfort of a real featherbed. How can Reid 
expect me to get up so early?” 

Even as she said the last words, she realized their incongru¬ 
ity in the face of the long journey they had already under¬ 
taken from Charleston to St. Louis, nearly 800 miles— 
sometimes by stagecoach, sometimes by ferry or buck- 
board. They hadn’t had enough money to travel by train. 

Honor frowned, remembering with a brief flare of anger 
how they would have had enough to travel by ship from 
Charleston to Monterey, as her father would have wished, if 
Reid hadn’t lost almost all of the money her father had left 
them in his foolhardy business ventures. He had been the 
prime target for a pair of scoundrels who had quickly 
sheared him of all but a pittance of his fortune. 

Of course, how could she truly blame Reid? He was still 
young and inexperienced. If only their father had lived a 
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little longer—long enough to see her safely on board a fleet 
schooner bound around Cape Horn for the rich land of Cali¬ 
fornia—and the arms of her fiance, Don Esteban Sevillas. 

Honor sighed unconsciously, her eyes closing as she tried 
to conjure up a picture of the young man she had met so 
many years ago on the occasion of their formal betrothal. 
She had only been twelve and he a much more mature 
twenty-year-old who had hardly had time to converse with 
her as her father and mother had kept him steadily busy with 
social engagements and functions which she had been too 
young to attend. It had seemed an incongruous pairing then. 
She wondered idly why Don Diego Sevillas, Esteban’s father, 
had ever consented to it. 

Reid had exclaimed angrily more times than once that it 
was obvious to any numbskuil why the Sevillas wanted to be 
tied to a settled American family. Times were hard in Cali¬ 
fornia for the original descendants of the first explorers. After 
the Mexican-American war and the annexation of California, 
the Americans had come from everywhere, greedy to gobble 
up gold and silver and anything else they could. When the 
gold had dwindled, some of the more astute forty-niners had 
begun demanding land, compelling the original owners to sell 
out at ridiculous prices. The only way the Sevillas had been 
able to save their rancho was to prove themselves loyal to the 
Americans—and what easier way than to have the eldest son 
and heir betroth himself to an American girl? Reid assured 
her that the Sevillas had been shrewd enough to take ad¬ 
vantage of a casual acquaintance between Senora Sevillas and 
their mother in order to save their beloved lands. 

Of course, it was clear to Honor that Reid did not care for 
the match, and if he had had the ability to do so, he would 
have seen the marriage contract annulled, but legally his 
hands were tied. And now that he had no money of his own, 
he had grudgingly admitted that he would go with her as far 
as Santa Fe, where he would break with the wagon train and 
go searching for gold in the New Mexico territory, where, 
rumor had it, there was a gold vein as thick as that found in 
Sutter’s Mill. 

“Miss Honor?’* 

The maid’s query brought Honor out of her daydreams 
and she stifled a huge yawn of well-being. “You know, Mar¬ 
tha, I almost wish we could stay here in St. Louis longer than 
just three or four days, but, of course, my brother is in a 
frenzy to get to Independence. We have such a long way to 
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go,” she sighed, her chin in her hand. She tried to envision 
the tedious sameness of day after day in a wagon train 
through a land she had no conception of. It was impossible 
and she shook her head, causing the honey-colored braids to 
swish across her silken-clad shoulders. 

She climbed out of bed and allowed Martha to help her 
into a dressing gown so that she could brush her hair and 
ready a tub bath for her. Ruefully, Honor suspected the lux¬ 
ury of a bath would be unheard of on the trail. She might as 
well take advantage of her host’s hospitality. 

The copper tub was filled quickly and she washed and 
rinsed herself energetically, remembering that her brother and 
host were awaiting her downstairs. They most likely would 
have gone ahead with their own breakfast and were sitting 
with coffee, conversing about the future. 

“Bring me the lavender muslin, if you please, Martha,” she 
called out as she patted herself dry with a fluffy, sun-dried 
towel. “I vow it already seems summer here in St. Louis al¬ 
though it’s barely May,” she added, more to herself. 

Martha, who had overheard the remark, nodded. “It’s the 
humidity, miss. We have it terrible here next to the river.” 

Honor stepped into the muslin frock after first putting on 
her chemise of fine linen and stockings of pure silk. Her hair 
had already been parted in the center and smoothed on either 
side to a demure coil at the nape of her neck. 

Her large green eyes gazed back at her from the polished 
mirror and she saw with some consternation that her nor¬ 
mally pale ivory skin had taken on a sunburn after their jour¬ 
ney and her cheeks were glowing like ripe peaches. She ran 
her tongue over the fullness of her dry lips. 

“My complexion is ruined,” she sighed in despair, noting 
the scattering of faint freckles across the bridge of her nose. 
“All the time and effort I spent in Charleston making sure I 
wouldn’t have those horrible freckles—and now just look at 
them!” 

Martha smiled. “You are still beautiful, miss, and the sun 
puts health in your cheeks.” 

The fine-drawn mouth grimaced. “I look twelve years old 
again! Esteban will wonder if I have grown up at all in the 
last six years.” She gazed fretfully at the perfectly formed 
peaks of her breasts, then shrugged. 

After a sprinkle of perfume, she left the room to be tidied 
up by Martha and made her way along the waxed, shining 
banister to the hall downstairs. She arrived in the dining 
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room just as the two men were being poured another cup of 
steaming coffee, served in the French custom with plenty of 
sweet, thick cream. 

Much of St. Louis, Honor had observed, still retained a 
French atmosphere. The streets were shaded by locust trees 
and one could look down from long galleries and wave to 
passersby below, as the galleries themselves fronted both top 
and bottom stories of every house. She had noted upon their 
arrival that every sort of person could be found in this river 
city. Hunters and trappers in fringed buckskins, Indians in 
blankets with painted faces, and tough-looking soldiers from 
Jefferson Barracks who mingled with giggling women in white 
caps and sabots. The city was like a gem set out before the 
frontier wilderness. 

“Ah, my dear Honor, you look fresh and lovely this muggy 
morning,*’ Edward Houlihan said gallantly, standing up to 
bow to her. 

“Thank you, Mr. Houlihan,” she replied, feeling the blush 
stain her cheeks. She noted that her brother stood also, but 
seemed preoccupied. 

“Reid?” 

He looked at her then and grinned boyishly. “Sorry, sis, 
but I was just thinking about the two hundred fifty miles 
we’ve got to cover tomorrow to get to Independence. Mr. 
Houlihan has kindly arranged passage for us on a public 
stagecoach that should get us there in less than two weeks. 
I’m sure hoping it lives up to its promise, as I can imagine 
that most of the supplies for the wagons have already been 
sold.” 

Honor could sense his frustration at being constrained to 
remain in St. Louis for her comfort If he hadn’t had her tag¬ 
ging along, he would have gone straight on to Independence. 

“fr* 1 to be a burden to you, Reid,” she said quickly, 
“but if you had put me on a ship bound for Monterey, you 
wouldn’t have had to put up with me!” 

Her barb was sure and she was immediately sorry for her 
waspish tongue—but he made her feel so—so useless! Reid 
grew red-faced and kept himself from continuing the quarrel 
with an effort 

They all three sat down, Edward sensing the constraint be¬ 
tween his two young guests. He smoothed it over with a small 
talk while Honor ate her breakfast glumly, already wishing 
that she had not goaded Reid with her thoughtless words. She 
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must learn to control her Irish temper, she thought morosely, 
or she would find herself in more trouble during the long, 
tedious days on the tail 


W0 


Brice Devlin pushed the blanket off himself and stood 
up on the hard-packed earthen floor to stretch hugely. Turn¬ 
ing, he pulled the cover from the young woman still snoring 
gently in the bed and slapped the rounded curve of buttock. 

The woman started and turned swiftly, glaring up at being 
awakened in such a manner. She rubbed her dark eyes and 
pushed at the heavy mat of black hair that had fallen for¬ 
ward against her cheek. 

“Get up, Lola, you lazy wench!” he laughed, pouncing on 
top of her as she attempted to roll back over and return to 
sleep. “I’m hungry, squaw, and f 11 eat you if you don’t move 
fast enough!” 

The Indian woman’s lips curved wickedly. “You eat Lola 
then,” she whispered huskily, catching him in her arms and 
trying to press his flesh against hers. 

She was a big, broad-boned woman, but the white man 
caught her hands and pressed them away from him with the 
ease of toughened muscles long used to being relied on to 
save his own life. Lola licked at the flat, hard chest, nearly as 
brown as her own from constant exposure to the sun. She 
looked up into the very blue eyes with the touch of silver in 
them that had many times been the only thing to betray the 
fact that he was, in fact, white and not an Indian. 

“Lola loves you, Brice,” she murmured, and then bit hard 
into the skin above his left nipple. 

“Damn! A funny way you have of showing it, woman,” 
he yelled, pulling her head back with ungentle fingers en¬ 
twined in her thick hair. “Now get up before I kick you out 
of bed!” 

Lola rolled her eyes, pursed her mouth, then sighed and 
heaved herself out from under him. She pulled a buckskin 
shift over her nakedness and walked into the next room, 
which served as a kitchen, in order to light the stove. 

Brice listened to her soft, unhurried movements as he lay 
back on the bed, his arms folded beneath his head. He en- 
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joyed his brief interludes with the squaw, even though they 
were all too few. He seldom stopped in San Antonio these 
days except for fresh supplies. Trading as he did with the In¬ 
dian tribes, he normally had no need to come back to die civ¬ 
ilization of white men, but he had made the journey in order 
to buy packhorses and other provisions he couldn’t get from 
the Comanches. 

It amused him to see the looks on the faces of those he 
dealt with. They all considered him the lowest of the low, 
worse than a half-breed since he was a white man who traded 
with the savages. A nomad, so to speak, a renegade who 
moved among the Indians as an equal. 

Brice laughed to himself. Oh yes, they might hate him, 
these haughty Spanish dons and grim-faced Americans, but 
they were more than eager to sell him anything he wished 
when he produced silver or fine furs. He could fairly hear 
their palms rubbing together with glee. Then it didn’t matter 
where he got those things he traded with. Money was money 
and it could buy anything in this land 
He thought for a moment about that, recalling with a stab 
of fury that day, over ten years ago, when, at the tender age 
of eighteen, his father had cast him out of their fine Savan¬ 
nah home—tossed him out because of an affair of honor, he 
had called it. Brice remembered the affair only as a boyish 
prank when he had been full of whiskey and his friends’ 
dares and had crept into Annabelle Reeves’ house through 
the second-story gallery and into her bedroom. Nothing had 
happened, for the girl’s screams had awakened everyone 
within five miles, but his father, steadfast and steeped in the 
"old traditions of the South,” had deemed him unworthy to 
live in the same house after that day. 

It had been so stupid and wasteful, he thought now, the 
quarrel, the accusations, the heated words between them that 
couldn’t be taken back. The small incident had blown up into 
something that had bewildered both father and son. He had 
been sent to a cousin’s home in New Orleans where he had 
learned infinitely worse things than he and his friends in 
Savannah could have ever dreamed up. 

From New Orleans, he had moved on to the Texas terri¬ 
tory at the idealistic age of twenty-one, hoping to join the 
Texas Rangers, but his fame had preceded him through an 
old friend who had joined his escapades in New Orleans, and 
the Rangers did not want him. So he had drifted like many 
others in the great territory of Texas, until he had chanced 
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upon an old codger—a half-breed—who was selling whiskey 
and blankets to the Indians in exchange for valuable furs and 
gold nuggets. Brice had joined up with him, almost as a mat¬ 
ter of course, and Sam Peddns had taught him a thing or 
two about Indians, about Mexicans, about his own people on 
the frontier. Old Sam had been a teacher of sorts and he had 
taught Brice, above all, how to survive. 

Sam had died two years ago and Brice had quite naturally 
taken his place as trader to the Indians, a mediator between 
savage and civilization. He had never betrayed his country 
nor his Indian friends by selling information to either, and 
for this reason, because he would not cooperate with the gov¬ 
ernment in revealing Indians' locations and hunting grounds, 
the people had labeled him a renegade. 

He had learned during his travels that his father had died, 
leaving him, ironically, all the wealth that he no longer 
needed or wanted. It had been too damn late, he thought. He 
had lived among the Comanche, with other frontiersmen who 
respected him for his skills, and he had no use for the trap¬ 
pings of that old way of life. He was blood brother to Katala, 
who would soon inherit his father's place as chief of the 
largest of the Comanche bands in western Texas. He had an 
Indian wife, Tutalo, in the village. It would have been ridicu¬ 
lous—and impossible—for him to return to Savannah and the 
idle ways of the rich. 

He was welcomed and feted on his arrival in the Coman¬ 
che village. His strength and courage were well known and 
only Katala could boast of equaling them. He remembered 
die summer of his coming to the Comanche, how he had 
gone through their rites of manhood and been accepted com¬ 
pletely into their society, how he had painted his face with 
the bright reds and yellows and gone with the warriors to 
hunt down the hated Apache, their sworn enemy. The lance 
and bow were no strangers to him and his buffalo shield, 
carefully kept by Tutalo, boasted many Apache scalps. 

How could he ever have returned to that peaceful, dream¬ 
like existence in a faraway place called Savannah? The 
money had been placed in a New York bank at his request, 
one last defiance against the South of his youth, and there it 
would stay for as long as he wished. Brice laughed bitterly to 
himself—it could stay there forever. 

The smell of cooking reached his nostrils and he sat up, 
shaking the past from his mind. God, it was so good to have 
an honest woman like Lola in his bed. She had never been 
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coy with him—had come to him of her own free will as a 
virgin three years ago. She had been sweet and gentle and pa¬ 
tient. 

She appeared now in the doorway, her eyes sliding over his 
nakedness. He had taught her that bold stare, he thought, had 
taught her all the ways of love, even the dark and wicked 
ways that most white women couldn’t even dream of. But 
Lola had learned everything and gave totally of herself. She 
had never been embarrassed or outraged at Brice’s baser 
desires, but had pleasured him with every part of her body 
that she could. 

“Breakfast ready,” she said shortly. 

He sprang from the bed, lithe as a panther, splendid in his 
nakedness, like an animal with sleek, taut muscles and sinews 
that moved like honey beneath his sunbrowned skin. The sil¬ 
ver-blue eyes that looked out from beneath long, dark lashes 
were keen and bright as an eagle’s, Lola thought. If she had 
known of such things, she might have thought that his eye¬ 
brows were shaped so perfectly that it almost seemed as 
though their owner must have them plucked. The long, 
night-dark hair that curled against his neck made him look 
like a savage. 

Lola did not think of each of these things separately—the 
hollowed cheeks, the square-cut jawline, the firm, hard 
mouth, the long, brown hands with such slender fingers. She 
only knew that, as she looked upon this man, she knew him 
to be the handsomest of all others she had ever seen, even the 
princely Spanish dons that strode haughtily by her in the 
streets—and that she loved him with her entire being. 

“Are you going to stand in the doorway all morning, 
Lola?” he laughed, springing toward her to wrap his arms 
about her broad hips. “Or will you get my breakfast on the 
table?” 

“It is ready,” she smiled. 

They sat down together at the wooden trestle table and 
talked quietly while they ate. 

“You will be leaving soon?” Lola asked, already knowing 
the answer. 

He nodded. “Soon.” 

She clasped his hand longingly. “Lola asks you to stay,” 
she pleaded softly, as though this would be their last meeting. 

He looked at her sternly. “You know I have business with 
the Comanche, Lola. Appina is expecting me.” Appina was 
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Katala's father and Brice’s friend. It would never do to insult 
the great chief by keeping him waiting. 

Lola fought back the tears of weakness. “Of course, I 
know you must go,” she admitted solemnly. 

He softened a little at her downcast face. “But that will not 
be for two or three more days, little one. We still have time 
for each other.” His brown hand raised her chin forcefully. 

She blinked through her tears and smiled shakily. “Yes, 
Brice.” 

He gave her an answering smile and continued with break¬ 
fast, talking of little things which he knew might interest her. 
She was bom a Comanche and, although she now lived in a 
city of white men, her heart was still with her blood brethren. 
They talked of the successful raids that had been led by Ka- 
tala as a measure of his manhood, signifying his readiness to 
take over his father’s place. 

“There are more and more wagon trains traveling through 
Comanche territory,” Brice mused to himself. “Even though 
the gold strikes in California have dwindled to a paltry few, 
people with crazy ideas in their heads still throw away every¬ 
thing they’ve worked for and join up the first chance they get. 
Most of them take the overland route through Utah, but now 
that gold has been discovered in the Southwest, the Santa Fe 
Trail is becoming popular again.” His fork clattered angrily 
against his plate. “The fools don’t know what’s waiting for 
them in that country.” 

“Apache,” Lola commented knowingly, a disgusted twist to 
her mouth. 

“Apache, yes, but also hot desert and scorching sun. Why 
any man would be stupid enough to leave a good dirt farm in 
Illinois or Kentucky and run to a land like that—” He 
stopped suddenly, feeling almost ashamed at his emotion. 
What concern was it of his if those damned fools got them¬ 
selves killed? Gold! Old Sam used to say that men got the fe¬ 
ver for gold and couldn’t shake it no matter how hard they’d 
try. It was like a sickness with some. It ate into their veins 
until they were ready to sell everything they’d worked for for 
years just to have the dubious joy of sitting on a mountain of 
dirt and shoveling through it for an ounce or two of dust. It 
hadn’t made sense to old Sam, who’d had his own way of 
making gold. 

Brice chuckled at fond recollections, then his face grew 
more somber. Gold—money! Back again to the almighty dol¬ 
lar, he thought wryly. Well, not for him. Give him a warm 
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woman, plenty to eat and drink and the freedom to do what 
he wished, and he felt sure he would be happy for the rest of 
his days. 
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Independence, Missouri, was a crowded, dusty town of 
makeshift lean-tos filled with people awaiting the formation 
of new wagon trains to take them on their four-month jour¬ 
ney to California. Honor O’Brien looked around at the flurry 
of activity and felt more than a little apprehension at doing 
any dealing with the people here. She was obliged, of course, 
to put all her faith in her brother’s ability to be dealt with 
honestly when he went to buy a wagon and team for the trail 
plus all their supplies—and, remembering how the two swin¬ 
dlers had left them nearly bankrupt in Charleston, she felt 
even more concern. 

The ten days on the road in the stagecoach had been 
wearying for both of them and they had looked forward to 
reaching Independence with hopeful hearts. But now that 
they were here, Honor felt an overwhelming urge to be gone. 
She didn’t like the scores of jobbers who trailed up and down 
the streets, selling things at the top of their voices and eyeing 
her with shifty, hungry eyes. 

They found a hotel presently that looked fairly respectable 
and Reid had to leave his sister in the lobby as there were no 
rooms available. 

‘Til only be gone as long as I have to,” he said, somewhat 
dubiously. “I’ve got to make all the arrangements and I don’t 
want to be worrying about you.” He gave her a brotherly pat 
on the shoulder. “Now you stay put until I get back.” 

Honor, hating to be left to do nothing, watched him saun¬ 
ter out with mixed feelings. She wished desperately to stay 
with him for her own protection, and yet she didn’t like the- 
idea of rubbing elbows with some of those disreputable types 
they’d seen from die stage. She was somewhat relieved when 
an elderly lady came to sit next to her on the settee. 

“Good morning, my dear,” the woman said kindly, extend¬ 
ing a lavender-mittened hand. 

“Good morning,” Honor replied, glad to have company in 
this strange new place. 
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“I suppose you’re here to join one of the wagon trains?” 
she inquired, straightening her mittens and then brushing a 
wisp of snow-white hair behind the brim of her bonnet. 

“Yes,” Honor agreed. “My brother has only just left to in¬ 
quire about suitable arrangements.” 

“Your brother? But, my dear, haven’t you any parents to 
join you in the rigors of the trip—just you and your 
brother?” 

She nodded, gazing at the older woman’s bright blue eyes, 
which reminded her, unaccountably, of a bird of prey. She 
drew a little away, not knowing why she did so, as the 
woman patted her hand lightly. 

“Well, I’m sure you two will be fine. Still, it’s a shame to 
think of a pretty young thing like yourself being exposed to 
all sorts of—things—out there on the trail. Ah, the pretty 
young women I’ve seen pass through here in these last 
weeks,” she went on almost to herself. “Do you know that 
there is a two-week waiting list just to cross the Missouri 
River by ferry?” 

Honor shook her head. “My brother only just went out 
to—■” 

“Oh yes, of course. I can imagine his chagrin when he 
finds out he must wait so long to get started, but at least that 
will give you some time to enjoy the comforts of our little 
town.” 

Honor looked around doubtfully. “I hardly t hink I will en¬ 
joy the wait.” 

The older woman laughed with understanding. “I know 
you must think us terribly primitive, my dear. Judging from 
your Southern accent, I would guess you’re from Virginia— 
the Carolinas?” 

“South Carolina,” Honor affirmed, suddenly becoming a 
little nervous in the woman’s company. She looked pointedly 
at the door, hoping for her brother’s appearance, then real¬ 
ized that in all probability he would not be returning for 
some time. 

If the woman noticed her sudden discomfiture, she paid it 
no heed, but continued talking lightly. “I daresay you’ll need 
some clothes for the heat, my dear. That frock you have on 
will cause you no end of torment, although I do admit it is of 
unusually fine material. You should look into finding a 
seamstress to make you up a few things before you leave.” 

“I—I’m sure I will,” Honor hesitated. 

“Oh, but my dear, I haven’t even introduced myself. I’m 
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Pearl Holliday. And it just so happens that my sister, Lavinia, 
is renowned for her sewing talents. Really, my dear, if you 
would only allow me to introduce you to her?” 

“No, I thank you for the kind offer, Mrs. Holliday, but my 
brother instructed me to—” 

“Oh, posh, my dear, I simply can’t believe he would mind 
if you walked me upstairs to my room and talked for a mo¬ 
ment or two with my sister. Ummm—did you have any bag¬ 
gage with you? You could leave it upstairs if you like since it 
might get stolen in this crowded lobby.” She sniffed with dis¬ 
dain. 

“N-no, we left our luggage at the stagecoach office until we 
found some living quarters,” Honor quickly interposed, won¬ 
dering at the nervous feeling that had come over her. 

“Well, that’s probably better,” the woman agreed lightly. 
“At any rate, I’m afraid you’ve forgotten to introduce your¬ 
self, my dear.” She waited expectantly and Honor felt it 
would be unforgivably rude if she didn’t rectify her error. 

“Honor O’Brien, ma’am.” 

“Honor? What a—different name!” she exclaimed in de¬ 
light as though at some private amusement. “Wherever did 
you acquire such a name, my dear?” 

“It is a family name, but—” 

“Oh yes, I expect your father was one of those wonderful 
Southern gentlemen who make the South so much more 
homey than any other place in the world. Am I right?” She 
was smiling cheerily now, nearly beaming at the younger girl, 
and Honor felt some of her distrust melting a little. 

“Yes, my father was truly a gentleman,” she said, feeling a 
sense of warmth from just speaking about him. “He and my 
mother were two of the most gentle people I have ever 
known. We lived in Charleston and our house was constantly 
besieged by guests for the simple reason that our hospitality 
was the talk of the city.” 

“And your parents—they are dead now?” the woman 
asked sympathetically, capturing Honor’s hand once more 
and patting it softly. 

Honor nodded, swallowing a lump at the remembrance. 
“Yes, only Reid—that’s my brother—and I are left and he is 
determined to go to the goldfields in the New Mexico terri¬ 
tory and try his luck.” 

“And you? Certainly you cannot tell me you are going to 
stay in that dreadful desert!” The woman looked shocked. 
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Honor shook her head. “I am betrothed to someone in Cal¬ 
ifornia.” 

“Ah, how romantic,” Pearl sighed, but her eyes were not 
soft as they watched the girl by her side. “My dear, I really 
insist that you come upstairs with me. I know a cup of tea 
will do you a world of good and your brother will be gone 
for hours. I’m sure he would be happy to know that you are 
enjoying a bit of rest and good company after the tedium of 
your journey.” 

Honor felt rather inclined to agree with the lady at this 
point. She hadn’t realized how sore her muscles were from 
the jolting ride and the idea of a hot cup of tea sounded like 
heaven at this moment. 

“Perhaps it would be a nice respite from this busy lobby,” 
she agreed. “I am tired and you’ve been so kind, how can I 
refuse you?” 

Pearl Holliday seemed to beam at her. “That’s a sensible 
girl. You’ll see how much more able you are to cope with 
all of this—after you’ve had a little rest and some genteel 
conversation, Lavinia will be anxious to get your sizes. I’ll 
make sure she has some things ready before your departure 
date.” 

“I do appreciate your kindness, Mrs. Holliday. I suppose I 
was lucky you sat down beside me,” Honor laughed, standing 
up to shake out her skirts. 

Pearl said nothing, but a telltale gleam in her eye might 
have warned Honor if she had happened to look up. 

As they walked toward the stairs, Pearl took Honor’s arm 
in motherly fashion and inquired conversationally, “You do 
look terribly young to be suddenly uprooted from your native 
soil, my dear. How old are you?” 

“Just eighteen,” Honor admitted. “And you are right—I al¬ 
ready miss my friends—although I’m sure I shall make new 
ones, once I am joined with my fianc4,” she hastily amended. 

Pearl nodded, chuckling. “It wouldn’t be hard for you to 
make friends, my dear, you’ve just got to know what pleases 
them.” 

“Pardon?” 

“Oh, nothing, just thinking out loud. Ah, here we are 
now,” She tapped on the door softly. “Lavinia, it’s your sis¬ 
ter, Pearl, with a customer for you.” 

It took some moments until the door was opened slightly, 
permitting a much younger woman to peer out shortsightedly. 
“Pearl? Oh yes, come in.” 


19 



The door was opened and Pearl hurriedly ushered her 
young charge inside. Honor looked around curiously, noting 
a man’s buckskin shirt lying carelessly on an unmade bed. 
Pearl noted the direction of her gaze and hurried to explain. 

“Lavinia is quite good with animal skins too, Honor. You’d 
be surprised at how nimble her fingers are.” 

Lavinia laughed almost raucously, producing a scowl from 
her “sister.” 

“Come, you are tired, my dear. Have a seat here and let 
me get you that tea.” 

Honor sat on a horsehide chair and -looked idly out the 
window. Outside, people milled about, jostling each other, 
sometimes falling in the street, other times starting small 
fights here and there. There were very few women outside, 
and she was grateful for having found Pearl and Lavinia 
Holliday to take care of her until Reid came back for her. 

“Now then,” and her attention was diverted to Pearl’s 
smiling face. “Here’s your tea, my dear. Drink up.” 

Honor took it gratefully, noting that the cup was badly 
chipped. It looked as though these two ladies had fallen on 
some hard times too. She could surely sympathize with them 
as she sipped of the contents. The tea, itself, must have been 
sitting on the shelf for some time, for it tasted a bit moldy, 
but she continued to sip, afraid of upsetting her two 
hostesses. 

She looked up to see both women watching her with a 
strangely intent gaze and she smiled back at them, feeling her 
mouth droop stupidly at the comers. The reaction puzzled 
her and she made an effort to pull the comers up, to no avail. 
She laughed and the sound seemed silly. 

“What’s the matter, my dear?” Pearl asked her kindly, tak¬ 
ing the cup from her hands. 

“Nothing, nothing. I guess I’m more tired than I thought,” 
Honor mumbled in a strangely slurred voice. 

Her eyes seemed to be blurring a little, as she looked up at 
the two kindly women once more. Lavinia, she realized, was 
really much younger than Pearl. Their mother must have had 
a great space between her babies. She flushed at the unlady¬ 
like thought and tried to fold her hands on her lap. Pearl was 
saying something and she mustn’t be discourteous to her ben¬ 
efactress. 

“Well, Vinny, what do you think of my little find?” 

Lavinia laughed, that raucous laugh again. “I think she’s a 
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rare one, Pearl, but you’ve certainly kept your touch, old 
lady.” 

“I should hope so. It wasn’t easy running that house in St 
Louis for twenty years, till the bastards nearly tarred and 
feathered me. But I’ll set me up a nice cozy bordello in the 
goldfields or my name isn’t Mother Pearl.” She laughed too 
and then both women turned their attention toward Honor, 
who was leaning back in the chair. 

"My goodness, Honor, you really are tired, my dear,” 
Pearl chided, coming to stand beside her. “I think what you 
need is a nice long nap in bed, my dear.” 

“No, no, I really couldn’t—must get downstairs—my 
brother—” Her disjointed phrases frightened the girl and she 
struggled against the numbness that had descended over her 
limbs. What was happening to her? She looked up into the 
blue eyes of Pearl Holliday and saw them boring into her like 
those of a merciless eagle. Why had she ever thought the 
woman was kindly-looking? 

“Don’t fight it, Honor. Just relax,” she was saying now in a 
confident voice. 

“But—this—is—so—stupid of me,” Honor got out with 
difficulty, feeling the room beginning to sway gently around 
her. Pearl seemed to be coming nearer and then moving far¬ 
ther away. 

“Call Randy in now, Vinny,” Pearl was ordering, although 
her voice came as a blurred whisper to the drugged girl. 

From the comer of her vision, she saw a big man emerge 
from behind a screen. He wore no shirt and Honor thought he 
must be coming back for the fringed buckskin on the bed. 
Then, oddly, he seemed to be coming toward her. A spark of 
fear grew somewhere in her brain, but was quickly snuffed 
out as the drugged tea washed over it. 

She was being lifted from the chair, put on the bed and, 
good heavens, her clothes were being stripped off. She 
watched with lassitude as her jacket, her bodice and skirt, 
even her stockings were taken from her. Only her linen 
chemise remained and Randy’s hand had closed hungrily 
about the thin stuff until Pearl said something sharp to him 
and he retreated. 

Even as the big man retreated, so too the two women’s 
forms blurred and became mixed together, and then a thick 
blackness completely engulfed her. 
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Honor lived the next three days in a hazy dream, her 
body curiously apart from the world of reality. All she could 
remember was waking up a little to be given some hot tea to 
drink and then falling back into the void. 

. She would come out of her daze for little snatches of real¬ 
ity here and there. She knew she had been moved from the 
liotel room, for she could hear flies buzzing around her dur¬ 
ing the day and felt the chill breeze off the river sometimes at 
night. She tried to think where she might be, and would seize 
at a distant memory^ of the lean-tos that had been set up by 
people waiting to join wagon trains. That must be it—Reid 
had managed to get them one and they were waiting their 
turn to take the ferry across the Missouri River into Kansas. 

One day, she heard the distinct clank of a covered wagon 
over a dirt road, and then the lightning crack of a whip over 
straining animals. A ripping oath would tease her ears or per¬ 
haps a barking dog or whinnying horse. Then she would sink 
once again. 

On the fourth day, she came awake in the middle of the 
afternoon and was surprised to see a canvas top over her 
head. She must have been terribly ill, she thought hazily. She 
had taken sick in the hotel, right in front of that dear Mrs. 
Holliday and her sister. Other memories pushed into her 
brain, but she was too tired to think about them. 

Reid must have found her and had been able to get an 
early ferry across the river to enable them to join the first 
wagon train out. They were on their way! She wanted to talk 
to Reid about a few things. She felt so silly, becoming ill be¬ 
fore leaving, and now she had no idea what supplies he had 
brought along, what arrangements they had made with die 
wagonmaster. 

“Reid!” Her voice was still thin, but Pearl Holliday heard 
it from the seat at the front of the wagon. 

She s awake again,” she said to Randy, who was driving 
^*e^wagon. “I suppose I’d better give her some tea again.” 

“Aw, Ma, she’s been out long enough- We’re three days 
out from Independence. There’s no way she’s gonna be able 
to get back to her brother.” 
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“Hush up, Randy. I haven’t come this far to see my 
dreams ended because of some girl. Now keep your eyes in 
front of you!” 

And once more, Honor was given the soothing tea before 
she had time to wonder about Pearl being in the wagon with 
her. 

“I’ll start lessening the doses on you, magpie, once we get 
close to our first stop,” Pearl said, more to herself than to the 
sleeping girl. 

“Where am I?” Honor’s voice was nearly hysterical. She 
had awakened from her lengthy dreams completely and 
found herself in the company of Pearl Holliday, her “sister,” 
Lavinia, the strange man they called Randy and two other 
young women who looked as bewildered as she. “Where is 
my brother?” she demanded. 

Pearl attempted to lay a soothing arm on the distraught 
girl, but Honor pulled away suspiciously. “Firstly, my dear, 
you are in Council Grove, Kansas, on the banks of the Neo¬ 
sho River, the first stop for the wagon train, ten days out of 
Independence.” 

“Ten days! But where—where is Reid? Which wagon is he 
in?” 

“My dear Honor, your brother is most likely still back in 
Missouri awaiting his turn to cross on the ferry. I told you 
there was a two-week waiting list.” 

“But how is it that I am here if—” 

“Oh, we’d been in Independence twelve days when I 
chanced upon you, my dear,” Pearl continued gently. 

“I don’t—understand,” Honor went on, raising a trembling 
hand to her forehead. “I know there must be some perfectly 
logical explanation for this, but I’m afraid I can’t see it.” She 
turned to the woman. “Why am I here with you and Reid is 
still back in Independence? I can’t seem to remember...” 

Lavinia laughed, jarring her nerves. “Dearie, you’ve been 
recruited to Mother Pearl’s little caravan of free love. You 
and those two sitting next to you.” 

Honor glanced at the other two girls. They were no help 
and she turned beseeching eyes on Pearl. “What is she talking 
about?” 

Pearl lowered her eyes. “Well, my dear, Vinny wasn’t quite 
right. This is definitely not going to be free. I daresay the 
men will be willing to pay a good deal of their hard-won gold 
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for a chance at your three. I’ve still got a good eye, if I do 
say so myself.” 

She tittered. “I suppose it’s time to make myself clearer to 
you poor dears, * she went on. “I was once the proprietor of a 
grand establishment in St. Louis which served men of only 
the highest order. For twenty good years I reigned over the 
brothels along the riverfront, but, unfortunately, one of my 
clients was about to be embroiled in a bit of a scandal with 
one of my ladies and he ‘contrived* to have me thrown out of 
town before I could open my mouth against him. The bastard 
nearly killed my poor Eliza. He had all my girls rounded up 
and thrown into jail, but Vinny and I escaped through the 
kmd service of the guard, who had enjoyed our services 
through the years—bless him.” 

35* are y° u talki *g about? What has all this to do with 
me/ Honor asked in mounting horror. 

“Since I have been threatened with loss of my life should I 
attempt to regain my position of renown east of the Missouri 

1 !j a r e T “ to forge ahead to to® golden land of 
opportunity! In California, you three girls—and you too, 

m^ y T WlU u Q ^ S ! art of Mother Pe arl*s greatest achieve¬ 
ment. A new house where—” 

“Stop!” Honor held out her hands as though to ward off 
the beaming face of her benefactress. “You—you can’t be 
not some poor, destitute girl without name of 
ftodme P ° SSibly believe that m y brother will not 

has no ide a where you are, my dear. Oh, he may 
be u rami f^ aroua l Independence for a few days, but 
he will have to give up the search and join his wagon train if 
he wishes to see the goldfields before they are totally overrun 
by other young opportunists.” , 

. he will find me when we reach the New Mex- 

ico territory! 

;„„ P w rI sho< J, her head sa<fl y- “I’m afraid you weren’t listen¬ 
ing, Honor. We are already ten days ahead of him—probably 
more by the time he leaves Independence. We will have al- 
ready passed through Santa Fe before he reaches it” 

But he will inquire about me!” 

“I doubt it. For what reason? How could he know that you 
would have been on the wagon train ahead of him—probably 
one of several ahead of him? No, my dear, I believe I’ve cov- 

tb^r w P °i SSlb,e m l a . ns of esca P e -” Again that look as 
though she truly sympathized with her. 
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“But there is no one to stop me from telling the other peo¬ 
ple on this wagon train about what you’ve done!” 

“Honor, everyone on this train knows my business already. 
None of the men would believe you. They’d sooner tumble 
you themselves than listen to some foolish story about being 
kidnapped from your brother, tsk, tsk! As for the women, I’d 
not try to win their sympathy, my dear. They hate us already, 
knowing their men have been giving our two wagons the eye 
since we left the Missouri.” 

“Oh, how—how could you?” Honor wailed, shaken to her 
depths at the dastardly deed this woman had perpetrated on 
her and the other two young girls. “Why did you take me?” 

“I’m sorry, my dear, you just happened to be sitting in the 
lobby of my hotel and—well, things just went on from there. 
I’m not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, so to speak. 
Now I suggest you just settle down to the idea. Someday, 
when you’re lying in piles of gold up to your lovely bosom, 
you’ll thank Mother Pearl.” She laughed thoughtfully. “Don’t 
worry about losing your chastity on the trail, my sweets. I’ll 
let no one touch you until we’re at the goldfields.” 

Reduced to tears of self-pity. Honor wept into her hands, 
hearing Pearl and Lavinia quit the three girls in order to 
prepare dinner. 

A cool hand on her arm made Honor whirl about, only to 
meet the frightened brown eyes of a girl around her own age. 

“Do you th i nk she’s mad?” the girl wondered, trembling at 
the thought. 

“I—I don’t think so. She seems too—calculating,” Honor 
answered her. “I’m Honor O’Brien,” she continued, desper¬ 
ately needing a friend. 

“Barbie Hampton, and this is Lee Ann Colter.” 

The other girl smiled nervously, her eyes as big and 
frightened as Barbie’s. “What are we going to do?” 

Honor was at a loss. Nothing in her upbringing had 
prepared her for such a situation. She had no one to turn to 
now. The other two girls were as lost as she. God, if only she 
could convince someone in the wagon train to help. But if 
what Pearl had said was true ... 

‘We’ve got to think of a plan,” she said slowly. “At least 
we know that we won’t be—molested as long as we’re on the 
wagon train.” There was little conviction in her tone. She felt 
as though she couldn’t trust Pearl as far as her arm could 
reach. If giving them over to anyone would benefit her own 
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plans, or make her any kind of money, she would certainly 
forget about her promise. 

“Perhaps we could steal a gun somehow. I noticed that big 
bear, the one called Randy, carries a pistol in his belt. If we 
could steal it.. 

“I wouldn’t get close enough to him to touch his belt,” 
Barbie scoffed at Lee Ann’s timid suggestion. “Besides, you 
know what would happen if we tried and failed. If Pearl 
wasn’t around, you’d get a fitting punishment from that pig! 
And if she was around, we’d probably be fed drugged tea for 
the rest of our lives!” 

“We’ve got to make someone believe us in the wagon 
train,” Honor said. 

“You heard the old witch. Honor. She won’t let us get near 
anyone else, and besides, they probably think we’re whores 
just like Vinny,” Barbie replied. 

It was clear to Honor that Barbie was not completely naive 
and she wondered, suddenly, if die other two girls were vir¬ 
gins too. She couldn’t ask them such a delicate question, but 
Barbie sensed the curiosity in her furtive glance. 

“It’s still there,” she laughed, as though remembering a 
time when it had almost been tom asunder. “I’ve managed to 
keep the men at arm’s length, although I’d be the first to ad¬ 
mit I like their company. Lee Ann? I don’t even think we 
need to ask her. She looks like a frightened little lamb.” 

“You don’t look like much else yourself!” Lee Ann retort¬ 
ed, miffed. 

“Well, shoot, there’s three of us and—” 

“Four of them!” Lee Ann put in quickly. “They’ve got a 
Negro driver for the other wagon, the one where our two 
ladies of the evening sleep. Randy sleeps beneath us, because 
I’ve heard him snoring more than once.” 

“What can we do?” Honor said helplessly. 

“Like you said, we’ve got to think of a plan first.” Barbie’s 
brow puckered in thought. “Maybe we could escape once we 
get to Santa Fe. It might be easier then. I mean at least we’d 
be in a town, among civilized people, not out in the godfor¬ 
saken desert.” 
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Honor found out quickly enough that Pearl hadn’t been 
lying about the other pioneers’ reaction to them. The women 
literally shunned them if they tried to make any friendly 
overtures and the men were even worse. They seemed to peel 
off their clothes with their eyes and Honor had caught one 
grizzled old man licking his lower lip as though wondering 
what her flesh might taste like. She shivered, thinking of being 
forced to lie in bed with such a man. What exactly they 
would do in the bed was still far from clear. It was the one 
thing the three of them never discussed in their fervent con¬ 
versations and plans. Perhaps it was because none of them 
truly thought they would be forced to do such a thing against 
their wills. 

At least Randy, for all his hungry looks, seemed to be am¬ 
ply assuaged by Vinny’s lithe, young form, and for this, 
Honor was exceedingly grateful. 

The days seemed to go by routinely now and Honor found 
herself doing the same things over and over each day. Wash¬ 
ing over the barrel of rainwater, getting dressed in the plain 
yellow muslin gown, helping Vinny prepare the table since 
Barbie held a better skill at cooking than the other two. Pack¬ 
ing things in the wagon, enduring the ten to fifteen miles they 
covered each day until it came time for supper and then to 
bed. It was a wearying routine. 

Day by day, they covered more miles—each day taking 
them farther away from Reid, from safety. The names of the 
places where they stopped, a colorful collage of landscapes— 
Diamond Spring, Cottonwood Creek, Turkey Creek, Little 
Arkansas River, Cow Creek—until they finally left the tall 
prairie grass behind and emerged onto the semiarid Great 
Plains. Each morning the loud bellow from the wagonmaster, 
“Catch up!” and the day would start over again. 

Approaching the Arkansas River, the train had entered a 
belt of sand hills fancifully corrugated by the plains wind to 
form odd shapes. It had broken up the usual routine when 
the three girls had played guessing games to see what they 
thought the various shapes resembled. Unfortunately, the 
game had been ended when Lee Ann tearfully cried out that 
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one of the shapes reminded her of her Ohio farm on the 
banks of the mighty Ohio River* 

Just beyond the sand hills they emerged at the Great Bend 
of the majestic Arkansas River, some 270 miles from Inde¬ 
pendence. They were now in buffalo country and Randy, 
along with others of the men led by the train scouts, 
proceeded to haul down buffalo meat for the cooking pots. 
Juicy roasts of hump ribs offered a succulent change from the 
usual fare of salted beef or pork. 

Of course, Honor had heard the warnings whispered along 
the wagon train. They were crossing through Comanche and 
Pawnee Indian territory and the scouts were kept on twenty- 
four-hour watch every day in case of attack. The thought of 
real Indians attacking the train caused a shiver of fear down 
her spine and bothered her more than any talk of bordellos. 

The caravan was moving west now, along the north bank 
of the Arkansas River. There were sandstone carvings and 
pinnacles standing high above the land, and Honor learned 
that one such pinnacle was called Pawnee Rock, a further re¬ 
minder of the danger that lurked beyond the safety of the 
camp at night. 

They also had to cross many small streams that coursed 
southward to join the Arkansas and these river crossings of¬ 
tentimes proved difficult for the heavy wagons. Many would 
stick in mud or rocks and it would take several men the en¬ 
tire afternoon to dislodge them. More than once, Honor and 
the other two girls were obliged to quit the haven of the 
wagon to endure the stares and whisperings of the women 
while the wagon was pulled from a mudbog. 

“You shouldn’t be traveling in the same train with good 
Christian folk,” one woman hissed maliciously at the three 
young girls on one such crossing. “Going to California just to 
add to the evil that’s already there!” 

Honor had valiantly kept back the tears of humiliation and 
was obliged to lend an arm for Lee Ann to lean on for moral 
support. They both cast glances toward Pearl and Vinny, who 
were standing a few feet away. The insults, though, seemed 
to roll off them like water off a duck’s back. 

“You don’t understand,” Honor began brokenly, turning 
toward the group of women. “We didn’t come on this train 
willingly. Pearl—” 

“No use denying it, you hussy!” sneered another woman. 
“Just don’t expect any of our men to come sniffing around 
your wagon!” 
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It was no use. The women weren’t about to believe them. 
Perhaps, if they had been ugly or older, Honor thought cyni¬ 
cally. 

She plodded after Lee Ann and Barbie as the wagon was 
pulled up through the stream. She realized that Pearl’s plan 
had been worked out to perfection. 

That evening as camp was made, Honor stood wearily by 
the cookfire, watching die beans while Barbie started coffee. 
The liquid was strong and hot, but Honor gulped it down 
with the rest of them as she remembered longingly the icy 
lemonade her mother used to make so long ago. She shook 
off the threat of tears and stirred the beans furiously. 

“I’ll do that,” Vinny snapped, taking the spoon from her. 
She had been angry since one of her trunks had slipped out 
of the wagon into the water and ruined her gowns. They were 
displayed around the two wagons now as she tried to dry 
them out before repacking them. “Go get some salt pork 
from the wagon barrel.” 

Honor hurried to do as she was told, but, to her dismay, 
Randy was lounging against the back of the wagon, watching 
her progress with hungry eyes. 

“Excuse me,” Honor murmured, seeking to push past him. 

He grinned casually and put a hand across to the other 
side of the wagon so that he had put his arm between her 
and the barrel. “You never talk to me, gal,” he accused 
softly. “You afraid of me, huh?” 

Honor took a deep breath and looked around covertly for 
Pearl. When she did not see her, she looked back at the big 
man in front of her, eyes narrowed. “If I never talk to you, 
it’s because I have no wish to. If you remember, I did not 
come on this wagon train of my own free will. I hold you re¬ 
sponsible just as much as Pearl and Vinny.” 

His brows went up and the bright eyes regarded her 
reproachfully. “Aw, now, you shouldn’t blame me for what 
my ma did. I don’t have nothing to do with that. I’m just 
coming along for the ride. When I get to California, I’m 
gonna split with those two and head for the hills. I could take 
you with me if you want.” 

She almost laughed and barely kept herself from smiling 
sarcastically. “Why in heaven’s name would I want that?” 

He eyed her more closely. “Because I think you’d rather 
have one man getting on top of you every night than a whole 
passel.” 

She blanched at the implication. “Not,” she ground out 
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slowly, “if that one man was you. Now get out of my way, 
before I call your mother!” 

His face went red and for a moment his hands tightened as 
though he would have liked to throttle her, but then he 
shrugged. “All right, gal, you do as you want. Just don’t look 
for me to make the offer again.” 

Honor breathed a sigh of relief when he moved away and 
she hurried to get out the meat and return it to Vinny to put 
in the beans, 

“I saw our brutish friend talking with you in back of the 
wagon,” Barbie whispered later after the three were in bed. 
“Was he bothering you?” 

Honor laughed softly. “He wanted to know if I’d run away 
with him once we arrived in California.” Her laugh ended 
rather forlornly. 

“He asked me the same,” Barbie confided. 

“Me, too,” Lee Ann said, raising herself on one elbow. 

“You mean we all turned him down?” Honor asked, sud¬ 
denly seeing the humor to the situation. “Poor Randyl” 

The other two looked at each other and began laughing. 
Soon all three were nearly hysterical with mirth until a sharp 
pounding from below the wagon silenced them instantly. 

“Shut up!” came Randy’s voice grouchily. “Can’t a man 
get some sleep!” 

The next day. Honor was sitting up in the driver’s seat 
with the old Negro servant who had been with Pearl since 
her days in St. Louis, when one of the scouts rode past-the 
wagon, going down the line to give the latest news. He rode 
beside Honor for a few minutes, taking his hat off to wipe his 
forehead. 

“We’ll be going past the Caches pretty soon,” he informed 
her. 

“The Caches?” 

“They’re mossy pits on the riverbank which we have to be 
careful of. You could have a wheel sink in one in less than 
five minutes. Keep your oxen behind the wagon in front of 
you. Don’t veer off to the left. We’ll be coming to the Cimar¬ 
ron Crossing of the Arkansas River. You’ll need all your 
strength and your wagons will have to be in good shape.” 

“Is it dangerous?” Honor asked worriedly. 

He looked up at her and noticed that his eyes had the 
same look in them as did most of the other men’s on the 
train. “Honey, if you fall in, I’ll come and rescue you person- 
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ally. Fm still looking forward to the end of the trail when I 
can come calling.” He laughed insultingly. 

Honor stiffened, hut the Negro put a hand out as though to 
silence her, then thanked the scout for the information. When 
Honor was able to collect herself, she turned on the Negro 
impatiently. 

‘Tobias, why did you do that? That man insulted me! I 
have more pride than to take something like that in silence!” 

“Miss Honor, you has better learn the difFence ’tween an 
insult an* a compliment in dis profession,” he returned qui¬ 
etly. 

Honor was effectively silenced. She rode in silence the rest 
of the way, pulling the brim of her bonnet lower over her 
forehead as they drove into die setting sun. By the end of the 
day they had reached the Cimarron Crossing, nearly 400 
miles from Independence, Missouri. 

As she looked over the half-mile-wide stretch of river, she 
was reminded of the great Mississippi River that they had 
crossed from Illinois into St. Louis. But then, they had been 
on a ferry and she had felt relatively safe from the treacher¬ 
ous current that flowed beneath the logs. This time, they 
would be crossing in the wagons. She shivered with apprehen- 
ion. 



The line of wagons had turned abruptly south in order 
to forge the river at the Cimarron Crossing. Double teaming 
was necessary and there were twelve oxen in harness to take 
the first wagon across the river. It would take nearly all of 
the day to get the fifteen wagons across and Honor was in the 
next to the last wagon, along with Barbie, Lee Ann and 
Randy. 

It was nearing evening and the wind had started blowing 
up by the time the extra six oxen were harnessed onto 
Honor’s wagon. Randy was going to drive and the three girls 
huddled together behind him as they started into the swift- 
running water. 

Honor already knew the river concealed treacherous quick¬ 
sand pits since they had lost one wagon and barely salvaged 
another by means of ropes. The stranded family was immedi- 
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ately taken in by another couple and Honor wondered 
hopelessly if such courtesy would be extended to them in 
such an event. Behind their wagon, Tobias was guiding the 
oxen up to the riverbank in preparation for crossing as soon 
as they should reach the opposite side. 

Randy was confidently guiding the oxen through the 
brawny strength of his arms while the girls watched. A sud¬ 
den shout from the opposite bank caused Randy to take his 
eyes off the oxen to see two barrels from the half-submerged 
wagon in the quicksand coming downstream toward him. 
Cursing he laid the whip on the team, but the barrels were 
coming too quickly and the first one struck one of the ani¬ 
mals, spooking him. 

Frightened, Honor watched as the scared animal bellowed 
and rammed into the ox in front of it, causing the whole 
group to spook. Their frantic efforts to get out of the water 
caused the wagon to teeter ominously. 

Clutching each other, the three girls were thrown into the 
back of the wagon. With a forlorn cry, Lee Ann was tumbled 
out the back of the wagon into the churning water. The cur¬ 
rent took her swiftly and she was tumbling head over heels 
downstream as the crowd on the other side ran down the 
bank, some of the men grabbing rope to toss out to her. But 
Lee Ann was beyond rational thought as she screamed, was 
ducked under to swallow a mouthful of water and was car¬ 
ried farther away. 

Honor screamed at Randy to swim after the girl and the 
man looked at her as though she were insane. Frantically, she 
called to the opposite shore for more rope, but there was 
nothing they could do. They were still a quarter of a mile 
away and the last thing Honor saw was Lee Ann’s bright red 
hair bobbing above the water once more before it disap¬ 
peared around the bend of the river. She wept into her hands, 
Randy’s curses hardly touching her conscience as he tried to 
get the oxen to pull together again. 

It seemed an hour before they finally scrambled onto the 
opposite bank. Honor was ready to run down the shoreline in 
order to search for Lee Ann . 

“Maybe she was pulled to the shore. She may be hurt, in 
need of help. We can’t leave her!” she wailed, pushing against 
Randy frantically as she sought to escape his arms. 

“Goddammit, gal, she’d be dead by now!” he said gruffly. 
“She’s drowned for sure.” 

Beside herself, Honor refused to be comforted, even by 
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Barbie, and she spent the long night with her own thoughts, 
staring at the wall of canvas, wishing with pent-up desper¬ 
ation that she could be anywhere but here in this godforsaken 
land. 

The next morning, she was awakened to the sound of 
“Catch up!”—a sound she would grow to hate, she thought 
gloomily. 

Finally, when she had moped part of the day away, Barbie 
caught her by the shoulders and shook her hard. “Stop this 
stupid sniveling, Honor,” she said briskly. “God, don’t you 
think I’m sorry Lee Ann is gone? She was our friend and I 
cared for her as much as you did. But you can’t let it get you 
down. My God, before this journey is over you might see me 
die too! Or someone else! You’ve got to pull yourself together 
or you’ll go mad!” 

“How can you be so—so hard, when Lee Ann is dead!” 
Honor shot back angrily, trying to free herself. 

“Maybe she’s better off being drowned than being killed by 
Indians or starving to death or dying from thirst,” Barbie 
continued, and at Honor’s blank stare, “Yes, all of those 
things could still happen to us! I know something about this 
land we’re going through. I’ve listened to the scouts and I’ve 
taken geography in school in Philadelphia. You didn’t know 
anything about Lee Ann, Honor. She was an orphan, traveling 
with a married couple who were distant cousins and couldn’t 
care less about her. She was almost glad when she was 
thrown in with you and me. At least we cared about her! Just 
remember, at least you gave her that much!” 

Honor was crying again. “B-but she was so young and it 
made no sense—how she was killed.” 

Barbie shrugged. “Nothing makes sense in this world some¬ 
times, Honor. You’re going to have to look out for yourself. 
The past is gone. Lee Ann is gone.” 

Honor wished she could see it from Barbie’s point of view. 
But it all seemed so cold. Instead, she picked up on some¬ 
thing the other girl had said earlier—anything to keep her 
mind from thinking too much about her friend’s death. 

“You—you’re from Philadelphia, Barbie?” she asked halt¬ 
ingly, making an effort to stop crying. 

“Yes,” the other responded shortly. 

“Tell me.” 

Barbie shrugged. “Nothing to tell really. I was the only 
daughter of a fairly well-to-do family. My father was in the 
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banking business. Unfortunately,” and she hesitated for a mo¬ 
ment before plunging on, “he decided he could use some of 
that money that was passing through his hands for his own 
gains.” 

“He embezzled money from the bank?” 

She nodded, then looked fierce. “Yes. My father was way 
ahead of his time. He gave my mother more freedom than 
any other woman had then. He saw to it that I had lessons 
that would equal any boy’s education. He wanted to use the 
money for a girls’ school—not one of those mindless finishing 
schools, but a real educational facility so that women would 
have a chance to improve their minds. It was a great dream.” 

“What happened?” 

Barbie sighed and closed her eyes. “He was caught, thrown 
in jail. My mother nearly went crazy from the separation. 
When he was killed in jail by one of the guards in an escape 
attempt, she—” Barbie stopped and her eyes were bleak. 

Honor guessed what her mother had been driven to do and 
she felt a compassion for the other girl at what she had been 
witness to. “How did you wind up in Independence?” she 
asked softly, wanting to bring the girl out of her sadness. 

“I came west by myself,” she said with sudden pride. “My 
father taught me to be independent and I was going to be 
what he had hoped. Except,” and she was able to smile rue¬ 
fully. “I didn’t bargain on Mother Pearl and her friends.” 

“Nor I.” Honor shook her head. She related, briefly, her 
background and why she had been on her way to California. 

“Well, at least you won’t be destitute once you arrive,” 
Barbie said hopefully. “You might get a letter off to your fi¬ 
ance and he—” 

“He wouldn’t want me after I was in the goldfields,” 
Honor cut in quickly. ‘To him, it would be the highest form 
of dishonor. I—I couldn’t burden him with that.” 

“But he needn’t know.” Barbie persisted. “Don’t talk non¬ 
sense, Honor. It’s a way out and that’s the only thing that’s 
important.” 

Honor shrugged. “I’ll have to see,” she replied noncommit¬ 
tally. At least she felt better after her conversation with Bar¬ 
bie. She could honestly say that there was someone else 
whose luck seemed to be worse than her own. And Lee Ann 
would have to remain a fond memory. 

The two girls looked out the flap of the wagon canvas at 
the back and could see the trail the wagon train had already 
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gone over. Behind them Tobias wiped his forehead and 
grinned. 

“Sho’ is hot out here, misses. You’d bes’ stay inside ifm 
you don’ wan* to get yo’ noses bum 9 .” 

He was right. It was blazing hot suddenly after the 
coolness of the river and Honor was impatient to hear the 
scout’s report at camp that night. 

They found out that they were crossing the Cimarron 
Desert, a barren, flat plain of sand, fifty miles wide, where 
the only things that lived were the lizards that scurried every¬ 
where. It would take them three or four days to cross the 
desert, which was why the wagonmaster had had them fill all 
available vessels with water. 

“At least we won’t have to worry about Indians,” Randy 
said, repeating the gossip he had heard that day. “Pawnee 
and Comanche won’t ride out here, but,” and he grew seri¬ 
ous, “they like to wait at the end of the flats for a surprise at¬ 
tack.” 

“How much farther is it until we reach Santa Fe?” Honor 
asked. 

Randy shrugged. “Three hundred miles, maybe more.” 

She sat back dejectedly. Three hundred miles or more! It 
seemed like forever. They had already been traveling over a 
month and still they had so far to go. She wished—ah, but 
there was no use in wishing. Barbie had told her to be practi¬ 
cal. She would have to leam. 

The Cimarron River showed like a small silver ribbon in 
the distance as the caravan moved toward it from the flats. 
The oxen, mules and horses, even the dogs, smelling the 
water, strained toward it. Some of the beasts nearly went 
crazy as they hurried to get to the cooling liquid. Honor her¬ 
self felt her mouth salivating, for they had taken the last 
water that morning and she had not been able to wash for 
the last two days. It would be heaven to be able to take a 
bath. 

The wagons were formed into the circle of defense and 
then, led by scouts, each family was able to take their ani¬ 
mals and lead them to the river. They were also allowed to 
fill all their water barrels and jugs although they would be 
following the Cimarron River for the next eighty-five miles 
and would have little need of large supplies of stored water. 

When it was their turn to go, Barbie suggested they take a 
quick dip in the river, but their scout instantly dissuaded 
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them from doing so. Indian sign had been sighted along the 
trail ahead and it was most likely that they mi gh t have some 
trouble in the next couple of days. 

“I’m sure those redskins would get an eyeful if you gals de¬ 
cided to wash up now,” said one of the scouts, grinning at 
them lecherously. 

“Well, at least that might keep them busy until you were 
able to get a shot at them,” Barbie returned sassily, turning 
her nose up. 

“By God, honey, if you’d like I’ll give you a taste of what 
you’ll be getting in California,” the scout replied, putting his 
rifle down for a moment and starting to walk toward her. 

“Don’t you touch her—or you’ll be the one who I’ll be 
takin’ a shot at,” Randy spoke up, coming up to them. He 
turned to the two girls. “Ma says to get back to the wagons, 
pronto!” 

Honor and Barbie were only too glad to do so. In the dis¬ 
tance, they heard a gunshot and wondered if someone had 
sighted Indians. They waited nervously with Pearl and Vinny 
until a whoop was let out and one of the scouts came 
through leading a wild pony upon whose back was draped the 
body of a single Indian. 

“What happened out there?” the wagonmaster asked 
sternly. 

“Didn’t mean to shoot, Sam, but this damned redskin came 
out of nowhere. Scared the bejesus out of me,” the scout got 
out quickly. “I nailed him clean with the first shot.” 

“Goddammit, Mel, you’d just better hope he didn’t have 
his friends too close. They get word their buddy was killed 
and we’ve all got our necks in the noose!” The wagonmaster 
turned away disgustedly. 

“What’ll I do with lie body?” The scout was beginning to 
look more apprehensive than proud of himself as he waited 
for further orders. 

“Bury it outside the camp,” was the gruff reply. 

Honor shivered, eyeing the dead body briefly. She could 
see the long black hair hanging down the side of the horse, 
streaks of red still dripping from it. The pony itself was 
shying nervously, its nostrils dilated at the smell of fresh 
blood. 

“Well, you’ve seen your first Indian,” Pearl said, watching 
the two girls from her place on a stool. “What do you think?” 

Honor shook her head. “I hope I don’t see any more.” 

Pearl laughed heartily. “I’ll add my vote to that—-leastways 
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not any live ones. The dead ones I can handle.” She laughed 
again. 

Vinny simpered. “I’ve heard those savages make wonderful 
bed partners,” she said, casting a sly look over to where 
Randy was watering his horse from a wide-mouthed jug. 
“They say those Injuns can do it three, four, maybe even five 
times a night.” 

Randy grinned. “You want it five times a night, gal, I can 
give it to you,” he said with bravado, putting down the jug. 

She laughed. “Honey, you’re all used up after number 
one,” she accused, taunting him. 

“Dammit, gal, don’t go riling me or you’ll see just how sav¬ 
age I can be!” 

“Hold on, you two!” intervened Pearl, holding out her 
hands. “For heaven’s sake, let’s not air our difficulties in front 
of our two innocents here.” She inclined her head toward 
Barbie and Honor, whose faces had pinkened at the conversa¬ 
tion. 

“Ah, hell, they’re dying to know what it’s like!” Vinny ex¬ 
claimed crossly. 

“Yeh, Ma, I’d be glad to break ’em in for you,” Randy 
added, forgetting his argument with Vinny. 

“I said to shut up,” Pearl warned. “Honor, Barbie, you two 
get some sleep.” She gave them a commanding look. “Now 
do as I say,” she added. 


Se 


ven 


“Lord, it’s hot in here!” Barbie murmured to Honor fit¬ 
fully, fanning her face with a towel inside of the wagon. She 
crawled over to the canvas flap and tied it back, peering out 
with weary eyes. 

“You get yo’ nose inside!” Tobias called out behind her in 
a stem voice. 

“Oh, Tobias, we can’t see a blessed thing out there,” Honor 
answered, going over beside Barbie. “Why must we sit in 
this wagon, melting to death? God, I didn’t realize how humid 
it could be. It’s worst than the desert almost.” 

“I know you’re uncomfortable, my dears,” came Pearl’s 
voice from die other wagon, “but we must do as the wagon- 
master told us. His scouts have seen more Indian signs and 
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it’s better that you stay safe inside here while we wait our 
turn to cross the river.” 

Honor would have continued to grumble, but realized it 
was no use and only made her feel worse. She sighed and 
helped Barbie to close the flap once more. They were last in 
line to cross the river. It seemed that hours of waiting and 
fidgeting stretched ahead and Honor laid her head against her 
arm, pushing her moist hair from her face. 

Randy was outside, standing by the lead ox now, awaiting 
his turn in the now broiling sun. Anything seemed better, 
though, than the stifling atmosphere of the interior of the 
wagon. 

Barbie was loath to talk because of the heat and after a 
few moments, Honor went forward to the driver’s seat and 
scanned the horizon hopefully, but dropped back upon seeing 
only the third wagon cross the small river that was a tribu¬ 
tary of the Cimarron which they had been following for 
nearly forty miles already. 

She could see clearly the sparkling river and the trees, 
sparse in number, that lined one bank. A few small hills 
reared up craggily from the sandy soil of the small depression 
they were in. The sky was a pitiless blue without even a bare 
wisp of cloud to signal any relief. High above, the white orb 
of the sun shone indifferently on the small group of travelers 
and seemed to have scorched the sides of the mountains be¬ 
yond. 

Honor turned away from the sight and wished they were 
far away from here, back in St. Louis or farther ahead in 
California. The first stage of their journey had not been like 
this. The crossings had been somewhat difficult, but the in¬ 
tense heat had not been ready to burn skin already pinkened 
from exposure. 

When she crawled back inside the wagon, Honor sat down 
dejectedly among the barrels and crates, waiting listlessly for 
the wagon to move. She sat with her chin in her hand, think¬ 
ing about nothing, watching the canvas opposite where a lone 
spider crawled. Barbie sat a few feet from her, likewise en¬ 
thralled. 

They both started when their wagon suddenly went for¬ 
ward and went to the front to look out, only to see Randy 
walking slowly beside the oxen as their wagon followed the 
next one in line to the river. Honor looked somberly once 
again at the landscape, her eyes panning the rock formations 
idly. She stilled for a brief instant Had she seen something 
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moving farther up in the rocks? She strained forward, almost 
positive that she had seen a flash of something, as though the 
sun had glinted for a moment on metal. She continued 
watching for any further signs, but it was as though she 
imagined it. 

“Did you see anything?” she asked Barbie warily. 

The other shook her head. “Did you?” 

“I’m not sure. I thought—but it was probably this heat or 
the sun.” 

In front of them and on either side was the small river 
with the low foothills stretching away from it, ascending 
slowly to meet the mountains some forty miles away. Beyond 
the mountains lay the town of San Miguel, perched on the 
silvery Pecos River. But that still lay two hundred miles away 
and it was torture to think about it now. 

It seemed to Honor that for the most infinitesimal moment, 
everything around them was completely quiet. A stillness had 
settled over everything—a waiting stillness that she couldn’t 
comprehend. Even the squeaking of the ox harness was only 
the faintest of noises. She could barely hear the spider’s legs 
scratching against the wagon canvas. 

Suddenly and incredibly, there was a rustling noise nearby, 
seeming almost to lift the hair off her forehead, and then she 
was staring at Randy as he dropped quickly to the ground, as 
though someone had chopped off his legs at the knee and left 
him to fall like a felled tree. She kept on staring, watching 
the bright yellow feathers of the arrow, still quivering a few 
inches from his neck where a pool of red had already 
smeared the collar of his shirt. He was making horrible gur¬ 
gling noises and she could only stare at him, frozen in disbe¬ 
lief. 

And then there were more of the curious rustling noises, 
seeming to fall all around her now, and yellow feathers were 
sticking out of the oxen’s hides, causing some to drop in their 
tracks. Ahead, she could see wagons being circled by yelling 
savages on horseback until the Indians jumped off their po¬ 
nies to crawl over the canvases, their upraised arms wielding 
tomahawks and knives with incredible ease. Screams and yells 
mingled with the dying groans and bellows of wounded ani¬ 
mals. 

“Barbie!” 

Something inside Honor snapped and she jumped to her 
feet, catching Barbie’s hand. My God! My God, they were 
being attacked! Honor twisted her neck around to look back 
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with dilated eyes into Barbie’s wide brown ones. All around 
them they could hear snorting ponies and screaming savages. 

“Look!” Barbie pointed a trembling finger as, behind them, 
Indians, their long black hair braided with bright feathers and 
ribbons, streamed over the white canvas of Pearl’s wagon, 
chopping their way through the ribs to where Vinny and 
Pearl must be cowering in fear. Tobias was already dead, 
slumped over in the seat. 

“We’ve got to get out of here!” Honor cried out. 

“Yes, yes, but where, Honor? We—we can’t outrun them,” 
Barbie almost wailed. She was bent over as though in pain. 

The cries and screams were dreadful now, causing a wall of 
noise around her, and Honor wished she could put her hands 
over her ears and shut out everything. They must try to get 
away! 

Quickly, she jumped down from the seat and stifled a 
scream as an arrow stuck abruptly in the wood where she 
had just been standing. The smell of burning wood was drift¬ 
ing slowly in the windless air toward her and with horror, she 
realized the Indians were setting some of the wagons on fire. 
Beside her, Barbie stood trembling, trying to pull herself to¬ 
gether. 

“What can we do?” the latter asked uncertainly. 

As if in answer, there came the sounds of rifles firing and 
Honor realized that some of the men were firing back, taking 
aim at the swarming Indians. Other rifle reports answered 
them, but they were all too few and Honor realized that the 
Indians had planned the attack well. They had waited until 
the train had become separated, attacking with speed and sur¬ 
prise, catching the white man standing impatiently beside his 
teams. 

One of the scouts rode by quickly on his horse, his face set 
in a grim mask, “Comanche!” he shouted to the two girls. 
“They’re repaying us for the redskin I killed. Damn them! 
Get to cover!” 

“Give us some help!”.Barbie called after him, but he had 
already thundered away, his rifle firing as he rode. 

For a moment, the two girls clung to each other. Then 
they bent low and crawled beneath the wagon, their fingers 
digging at the dirt in their frantic efforts to escape unseen. 
Honor peered out and could see Pearl and Vinny being 
dragged by the hair from their wagon. She turned away 
quickly as their captors pounced upon them, intent on rape. 

Sweat poured from Honor’s face and the ground seemed to 
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dance away from her, further and further away until she 
knew she was going to faint. Behind her, Barbie gasped and 
swallowed sand as she let her head fall heavily. 

They lay there for a long time, the noise and the fury of 
the Indian attack beating on their ears. Finally, the sounds of 
rifle fire ceased altogether and Honor raised her head to look 
fearfully out from beneath the wagon. She could see the Indi¬ 
ans rummaging through wagons they had not already set on 
fire. 

A small, huddled group of white girls stood cowering 
beneath the shadow of a river birch, watched over by a tall, 
angry-looking Indian who kept them at bay with two long, 
braided lariats which he swung at them like whips. Honor 
could count perhaps fifteen women among them and 
struggled to make out Pearl or Vinny. 

“Oh, my God!” Barbie whispered, tugging on Honor’s arm. 

Honor looked where she pointed and quickly closed her 
eyes as an Indian neatly took the scalp from Randy’s skull, 
but she could not stop her ears from hearing the horrible 
“pop!” the scalp made as it was lifted up. Beside her, Barbie 
was forcing herself not to retch. 

The two girls pressed themselves into the earth, but some 
of the Indians were coming closer, apparently to ransack 
their wagon. Suddenly, an Indian had dropped to his knees 
and was looking in on the two in surprise. He reached to pull 
Honor out by her arm, but with as much strength as she 
could manage, Honor pulled her arm away from his grasp 
and pushed Barbie to the other side of the wagon. 

“We’ve got to get out from under here,” she yelled. 

They stood up on the other side of the wagon and began 
running toward the stream, crossing it with heavy splashing. 
Beyond the stream was a clump of small trees which grew be¬ 
low a ridge. If they made it, they could climb the ridge and 
hide. Would it be possible to reach its cover in time? 

Barbie was pulling viciously at Honor’s arm and the two 
half-crawled, half-ran along the ground until they reached the 
rocky formation. They fell down, scraping their knees and 
palms against the stones. 

Behind them, they heard the pounding of hooves in the 
dirt, splashing across the water, riding toward them furiously 
as though to run them down. The trees were too sparse to 
provide any real cover and they turned toward the ridge. 

A pony suddenly reared up in front of them and they were 
separated. Barbie fell to the ground, trying to keep from 
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being kicked by the horse. Honor clutched her skirts and ran. 
She looked back once to see the black eyes of an Indian star¬ 
ing at her intently. His face was banded in bright red paint. 
In his upraised arm, she could see his tomahawk as though he 
were about to fling it forward to cleave her skull in half. She 
ducked wildly as the hatchet missed her, falling with a bright 
ring against the rocks in front of her. Without thinking, she 
scrambled toward it and felt the smooth shaft in her palm. 

“Ill kill you!” she screamed, not caring that he couldn’t 
understand her. “I’ll kill you, you heathen savage!” 

She clutched the tomahawk tightly in her hand and backed 
toward the rocks, her eyes sweeping over die two Indians still 
on thir ponies watching her with a kind of incredulous sur¬ 
prise. They seemed to wait endlessly, just sitting and watching 
her as she continued to the ledge behind her. She could see 
the attack was over. 

She was climbing upward now, breathing fast, still 
watching them, her eyes flashing in her pale face, knowing 
that she wouldn’t hesitate to use the hatchet on the first one 
who came toward her. She had climbed to the low, flat ledge 
and was perhaps twenty feet above them when a sound close 
by caught her ear. A sudden gust of wind blew by her and 
something heavy had fallen on her, rolling her over and over 
in the sand. 

Her startled eyes stared into the dark, menacing eyes of an 
Indian. His hand closed tight as death on her wrist, 
wrenching the tomahawk from her, hurting her arm dread¬ 
fully. He waved it over his head with a loud cry and she 
thought he was going to bury it in her skull, but instead, he 
threw it down the hill from whence she had just come, as 
though to insult the Indian who was its owner. 

Her attacker wore no shirt, only buckskin breeches and an 
orange breechclout, and she could find nothing to hold on to 
to try to pull him off her and over the side. In any case, her 
strength would not have matched his and, in hopeless fury, 
she balled her hand into a fist and struck him hard on the 
cheek. He reeled for a moment at the unexpected blow and 
she was able to roll out from beneath him, her knees brushing 
against his hip so that she felt the bulk of his hunting knife. 

Quicker than thought, she reached down and pulled the 
deadly knife from its sheath as she rolled away. Like a cat, 
she was on her feet, her anger and hatred buoying her up, 
giving her a strength she had never known. The Indian, after 
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the first moment of surprise, had jumped to his feet too and 
was eyeing her warily now as he circled around her. 

Honor was careful not to let him back her toward the hill 
side of the ledge, for she would be sure to lose her footing 
and go crashing down to the others who waited below. She 
kept her eyes on his face, watching instinctively for any 
change of expression which would signal his moment to 
spring at her. 

God, it would be better to have him kill her like this, she 
thought despairingly, than to be put to the torture or herded 
off to God knew where. As the Indian continued to watch 
her, moving lightly on the balls of his moccasined feet, she 
felt the throb in her wrist grow to a worse ache until the 
knife felt as heavy as lead in her hand. How long, she won¬ 
dered, before his comrades climb up behind me and finish me 
off for good? But she didn’t hear anyone else coming toward 
her, nor did she see the Indian's eyes flicker upward as 
though watching for help. 

Her breath seemed to sear painfully through her lungs now 
in the unbearable heat and she could feel, with a part of her, 
the heat on her head, burning the part in her hair which di¬ 
vided the two braids, which had fallen loose from their pins 
and were swinging heavily down her back now. 

“God! Why don’t you do something?” she screamed in des¬ 
peration at the Indian, who still moved silently from side to 
side. 

The moment finally came, and came swiftly, as Honor felt 
a drop of sweat roll down from her forehead over her eyelid. 
She blinked in a reflex response and immediately the Indian 
sprang, knocking her on her back. Blindly, she struck out 
with the knife and felt it slide smoothly into something solid. 
Something warm splashed on her breasts and a few drops wet 
her face. She opened her eyes and saw the knife sticking in 
the upper part of his arm, her palm still curled around it. 
She shuddered in revulsion, but would have pulled it out and 
struck again, if something hard hadn’t come down on her 
arm and loosened her hold. His fingers squeezed until she 
cried out in pain, and then she lay panting on the ground 
beneath him, staring up at him with hate-filled eyes. 

He stood up and barked something out to the Indians be¬ 
low. The two scrambled off their horses and hurried up to the 
ledge. Honor was pulled roughly to her feet and half-dragged 
back down the incline, the loose rubble pulling both her shoes 
off and hurting the soles of her feet dreadfully. She noticed 

43 



dazedly that a group of Indians was watching her warily and 
that the dead enemy had been heaped into a large pile. She 
looked frantically for Barbie and located her huddled with 
the group of women prisoners. 

The Indian who had been wounded by her knife thrust was 
standing in front of her, his dark eyes filled with pain and a 
grim vigilance. He nodded to one of the others, who pulled 
out the knife. He wiped it on his leggings and put it back in 
the sheath at his hip, ignoring the slow trickle of blood that 
continued to run down his arm and drip slowly to the ground 
from his fingers. 

“I wish I had killed you!” Honor snapped out fiercely, but 
could say nothing else as he cuffed her smartly on the cheek, 
her head jerking sideways. 

Tears came to her eyes as she saw him nod to one of the 
braves, who came behind her, pulling her arms cruelly back 
and tying them with a stout cord that bit into the skin of her 
wrists. Honor tried to kick at him with her feet, but her ac¬ 
tion only brought amused guffaws from the others and she 
merely succeeded in bruising her toes against his hard shins. 

The Indian who had tied her hands went back to his pony, 
and for a moment Honor was free. She ran with a sudden 
spurt of speed toward the flats. She hardly felt the stones dig¬ 
ging into her feet, but she could hear the loud whooping cries 
of the Indians and the hooves of their ponies. She kept run¬ 
ning despite the certainty that at any moment, she would feel 
cold metal between her shoulder blades. 

A pony galloped up alongside her and reared up, prevent¬ 
ing her for the moment from going forward. She saw the 
bloodshot eyes and felt the foam from its flaring nostrils 
spraying her shoulders. She turned to go the other way and 
nearly fell between its flying hooves, but was suddenly jerked 
roughly by her hair, which had fallen free of its pins in a cas¬ 
cading shower. 

She was jolted backward, then dropped to the ground on 
her bound wrists. A stab of agony shot through her wrists 
that nearly took her breath away and she lay, dazed, strug¬ 
gling to get back to her feet before the pony would trample 
her to death. 

She succeeded in getting to her knees and looked up to see 
the Indian that she had wounded spring off the pony and 
come toward her. She waited helplessly for him, knowing she 
had no more strength with which to fight him. He caught her 
beneath the arms and hauled her to her feet, the white mask 
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of his face leering crazily at her through the mist of pain that 
was centered first in her hands, then in her feet, then in her 
arms. She whimpered softly, against her will, then clenched 
her teeth. 

He pushed her along toward his pony and she stumbled 
along the ground, her head whirling now with pain and diz¬ 
ziness. To her surprise, she felt his hands at her waist, swing¬ 
ing her onto the broad back of the pony. He leaped up 
behind her quickly and clasped the reins in his hands, im¬ 
prisoning her between his arms. She felt his left arm against 
hers, the blood soaking her sleeve. 

He shouted something to the others and each took one of 
the captives and started their ponies forward. Honor was 
jolted on the pony’s back, helpless to hold herself straight 
with her wrists tied behind her. She would have fallen off the 
pony if the Indian had not kept his body so tight against hers. 
She shied away from his paint-streaked chest and leaned for¬ 
ward, her forehead touching the sweaty mane of the pony. 

The sun continued to beat down on the wreck of the 
wagon train and the bodies of the dead as the vultures circled 
wearily above, drawing closer to the carrion. Nothing else 
moved among the wagons. 

She must have blacked out against the horse’s neck, for the 
next thing Honor knew it was nightfall and the Indians were 
slowing their hurried pace. She could hear voices speaking 
unintelligible words mingled with the voices of the women, 
crying and weeping with alarm. 

A rough hand was thrust into her tangled hair and pulled 
her back sharply against a hard chest. Honor would have 
squirmed to get free, but was too tired to care what he did. 
He seemed content just to hold her body against his, his good 
arm clamped firmly across her belly while his wounded arm 
held the reins. 

They approached the place where they would camp 
through a screen of pines. Honor’s eyes were beginning to 
clear again and she scanned the luridly painted faces in the 
light of a hastily built fire. She bit her lip and attempted to 
escape the arm of the Indian, but he merely grunted and 
pulled her closer against him as though afraid she would 
jump from the pony and run through the thicket of bushes at 
the far end of the camp. 

Honor felt her captor slide quickly to the ground, and then 
pull her down beside him by one arm so that she staggered 
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against him when her feet touched the ground, causing the 
min to flare up once more in her bruised soles. He pulled her 
toward the fire and she hung back, loath to be set up before 
the eyes of all the others. His grip was painful and he 
brought her up sharply, touching her breast and then his own 
while speaking to the others. His words were swift and the 
others nodded in agreement Then he led her away to where 
a blanket had been spread on the ground. Honor realized that 
he must have been telling the others that she was his 


He pushed her to the ground, where she sprawled awk¬ 
wardly, because of her bound hands. She was able to push 
herself up to a sitting position and saw that her skirt had 
been sadly tom and that a large rent from thigh to hem was 
open now, exposing her leg, covered only by the stuff of her 


The Indian squatted down beside her and drew his knife. 
She gasped as he brought it close to her and then used it to 
cut away her chemise from her thigh. For a moment, his 
hand ran smoothly along the pale flesh all the way up to her 
hip. She tried to wrench free of his touch and he laughed 
shortly, then took away his hand and began tearing the cot¬ 
ton into strips. She watched him dully, wondering where Bar¬ 
bie was, as he got up and went to the campfire and returned 
with a box in his hands as well as a strip of meat and a bowl 


of some liquid. 

He squatted down again and snapped the cord at her wrists 
with his knife. She cried out as the blood began circulating 
through her numbed hands again and she rubbed them slowly 
together until the tingling stopped. He pressed the meat and 
the bowl into her hands. 

For a moment. Honor blinked uncomprehendingly at it, 
then she looked up and saw his eyes on her. He nodded and 
she realized that he had brought her supper. She was starving 
and, without preamble, began to tear the meat with her fin¬ 
gers into smaller pieces. She sipped the contents of the bowl 
sparingly, feeling the liquid cool and minty in her mouth. 

Meanwhile, he had gone back for his own food and sat, 
cross-legged, opposite her, tearing at the dripping meat with 
sharp teeth and drinking thirstily from the bowl he had 
brought for himself. When they were both finished, he took 
the bowls and laid them next to his blanket. 

“Katala!” he said suddenly, pointing to his chest. 
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Honor shook her head, not understanding. He gazed back 
at her impatiently and tapped once more on his chest 

“Katala!” He touched his forehead, then drew his finger 
down his chest to his knees. “Katala!” 

She understood then that that must be his name. Well, 
she’d be branded before she’d tell her name to a savage, she 
thought angrily. 

His finger pointed to her and she shook her head haughtily. 
His face came closer and he laid a hand on top of her head. 
She started to shake it again, but quickly, he struck her a 
light slap on the side of her face. Once more he pointed and 
she pressed her lips together obstinately, glaring at him with 
fiery eyes. He seemed amused by her resistance. 

He brought his knife out and pressed the point to the edge 
of her collar at her throat. She sat still, her hands on her 
knees, and continued to stare at hi m with hatred. With a 
slight hiss, he drew the knife down, ripping the buttons from 
her bodice until the dress came away a little, just to the be¬ 
ginning of her breasts. Quickly, she brought her hand up to 
clutch at the material. 

“You savage!” She spat at him and let go of her dress to 
claw at his face. 

He ducked from her curved fingers and pushed one fist 
into her stomach so that she fell backward and lay prone on 
the blanket as he slipped on top of her. 

“Get off me! I’ll kill you! I’ll kill you!” she cried helplessly, 
but her wild thrashing was slowed as the knife was pressed to 
the division between her breasts, causing a tiny trickle of 
blood to well up from the pinpoint in her flesh. 

When she still refused to do as he wished, he let out an ex¬ 
clamation of disgust and threw the knife to the side. His 
hands grabbed at her bodice and would have ripped it to 
shreds in his sudden fury, but Honor caught at his hands and 
nodded quickly. She did not want to invite rape, and anger¬ 
ing this savage further would probably lead to just that. 

She gritted her teeth. “Honor,” she said sullenly, glancing 
away from him. 

“Honor,” he repeated and his eyes seemed to glow even 
more threateningly from behind the white mask. He smiled 
then, as though well pleased at her submission, and Honor 
felt her anger rekindled. 

But, to her surprise, he slipped off her and helped her back 
to a sitting position. He brought out a small canteen filled 
with water and shoved it into her hands, then pointed first to 
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the box-shaped clay vessel which he opened to reveal a pow¬ 
dery substance, and then to his wounded arm. Honor under¬ 
stood that he wanted her to tend his wound, and she would 
have recoiled, but he let his eyes drop deliberately to her tom 
bodice and she nodded. ' . 

She touched his arm gingerly and poured a little of the 
water over it in order to clean it. He laughed again and 
pointed to the substance in the box and then to the water. She 
mixed some of the water with the powder to make a watery 
paste, then applied it to the wound. He did not show any 
pain as he watched her. 

He pointed to the strips he had tom from her chemise and 
she bound his arm tightly, tying the bandage securely. She 
looked up at him and tried to divine the expression in his 
dark eyes, but he was contemplating her work on his arm 
with a satisfied look. 

Guardedly, she glanced over in the direction of the other 
captives and saw them still tied, their heads nodding forward 
while the Indians sat around the fire, talking and smoking ar¬ 
omatic-smelling pipes. She looked back at Katala and 
shivered, wondering why he had not tied her up with the oth- 
crs. 

The Indian warrior pointed to the canteen and Honor took 
it in order to wash her bleeding feet. With what paste was 
left, she smeared her feet and bound them tightly with cloth. 
She looked down at her handiwork with grim amusement 
Well, if it meant having some protection for her feet, she was 
willing to wear anything, no matter how ridiculous. For a 
moment she looked up at the Indian and almost smiled. 

But then the memory of the hideous massacre reared ugly 
in her mind and she felt team gathering in her eyes. It wasn’t 
that the Indians had killed anyone close to her, she thought 
honestly, but Pearl and Vinny and Randy were all she had 
left to take care of her. Except for Barbie . . . She glanced 
over at the captives once again and looked for the brunette 
tresses and brown eyes of her friend. But it was impossible to 
make her out from any of the other dirty, tired prisoners. She 
would try to make contact with her tomorrow, she resolved. 

The warrior touched her shoulder and she turned her face 
away, afraid he might read the fear in her eyes. His fingers 
caught her chin and turned her face back as he said some¬ 
thing in a low voice. She didn’t understand what he said, but 
thought vaguely that he was trying to comfort her. She 
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watched him as he got up to go back to the others. She did 
not think of escape now. She was too tired and too filled with 
despair. 

She sat on the blanket, clutching her knees within the 
circle of her arms, and watched the warriors as they contin¬ 
ued to smoke and talk both with words and wide gestures, 
each one obviously reciting his acts of bravery during the at¬ 
tack on the wagon train. Honor saw one of them take out a 
long piece of rawhide with hair dangling from it In horror, 
she realized it must be the scalps he had taken. Her eyes 
sharpened and her hand went to her mouth as she recognized 
the bright red strands of hair that hung from the end. Lee 
Ann! She bit back the ciy of bitterness that threatened to es¬ 
cape. 

She turned her eyes away, sickened, and tried not to listen 
to their excited voices. Wearily, she lay down on the blanket. 
Pillowing her head on her arm, she quickly fell into a troubled 
and uncomfortable sleep. 



Someone was talking to her, speaking some insane gib¬ 
berish and shaking her roughly, pulling the warmth of a blan¬ 
ket from her shoulders. Honor opened one eye and found 
herself staring into the black eyes of the Indian called Katala. 
Memory came back in a swift tide of anger and misery and 
she started to roll away from him. 

But he would not be ignored and his hand came down 
swiftly to strip the blanket completely off her, leaving her 
shivering in the cool, misty dawn. She whirled on him. 

“What are you doing now, you crazy savage?” she said, ris¬ 
ing quickly to her feet when he came toward her. “Can’t you 
leave me alone?” 

He gestured to a screen of bushes toward the outer fringe 
of the camp and then back to her. Honor flushed at the sug¬ 
gestion, but quickly left him to attend to herself behind the 
bushes. 

When she returned, she could see that the camp had al¬ 
ready been broken and the Indians were ready to leave, tying 
the captives on spare ponies or seating them in front of them¬ 
selves. Katala cantered over on his pony and caught her arm, 
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easily lifting her in front of him. He signaled the others and 
they urged their horses swiftly through the pines and out onto 
the broad plain, where Honor could just see the pinkish- 
orange of the sun beginning to peek over the horizon. 

She wished desperately for a bath, noting the sad state of 
her frock, which was tom from waistband to hem on one side 
and from neck to breast at the bodice. It would afford her 
little protection from flies and mosquitoes, and gazing down 
at the firm, pale flesh of her thigh, she could see a red bump 
where some crawling thing had bitten her in the night. She 
shuddered, wondering how many such insects were lying 
sleeping in her hair. It tumbled in tangles, many of which 
were knotted with stray pieces of grass and pine needles. She 
wondered if these Indians—had someone called them Coman¬ 
che?—ever bathed and wished there was some way to com¬ 
municate with Katala. She sniffed experimentally, smelling 
the odors of bear grease and something else which must be 
the paint on his face and chest. 

Katala rode silently behind her, his arms held tight, bring¬ 
ing her close up against his chest so that she would not try to 
jump off the pony. She looked down nervously at bis brown 
arm, so dark against the whiteness of her camisole, where it 
lay beneath her breasts. His fingers curled casually at the side 
of her left breast while his other arm held the reins firmly as 
they trailed over her bare thigh. 

They rode this way for hours until the sun was quite high 
in the sky and Honor began to feel as though her throat were 
made of sandpaper. Her head lolled back on the Indian’s 
shoulder and her face was sunburned from the long day’s ex¬ 
posure. Her eyeballs stung behind her eyelids when she closed 
them and she wondered how the Indians kept on so stoically 
with no words among them. 

Finally, as the afternoon grew longer, the Indians came to 
a shaded hillside where a small stream ran between large 
boulders of rock. They stopped to water their ponies and give 
their captives a rest. 

Honor was dragged with the rest of the girls toward the 
stream, and by means of a sign language, the young women 
understood they could bathe if they wished. Honor looked at 
the others and met Barbie’s brown eyes. 

“Do you think we should?” Barbie asked. “I mean, with 
those savages watching us?” 

Honor sighed wearily. “It hardly matters, I suppose. If they 
want to rape us, they could have done so before now, and if 
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they mean to do it later, there’s nothing to stop them.” She 
looked at the others. “Besides, I’ve got to wash the—smell 
from me.” She looked down at the blood on her sleeve. It 
had stiffened and darkened under the sun’s rays. 

Honor stripped off her gown and stepped into the water 
until it reached her waist, leaving her chemise on despite her 
own brave words. Barbie followed her in and the others, after 
making sure all was safe, did the same. 

“I guess good Christian women don’t mind talking with us 
fallen women when the circumstances demand it,” Barbie 
whispered half-jokingly as she and Honor scrubbed at their 
scalps. 

“I don’t think they’re making any distinctions now,” Honor 
whispered back. “We’re all prisoners of the Indians now. I 
guess that makes us sisters.” 

“I suppose so,” Barbie agreed. Then her voice grew serious. 
“Did you see what happened to Pearl and Vinny?” 

Honor shook her head. 

Barbie shuddered. “I really disliked those two, but I have 
to admit their fate was terrible even for them. I guess the 
warriors thought them too old—at least Pearl was—but 
Vinny. Can these savages pick out the women of easy virtue, 
do you think?” 

Her question was half-serious, half-hesitantly curious. 

“I don’t know if they even know of such things,” Honor 
said. “I wish I could understand their language. I feel so—so 
defenseless sometimes.” 

“I know what you mean,” Barbie agreed, shivering, “I 
can’t understand that Indian who I ride with when he talks 
with me—and when he doesn’t talk to me, he just stares until 
I feel naked all over.” 

“Don’t think about it,” Honor said firmly. She walked back 
to the place where she had laid her dress and took it into the 
stream to rinse out the dust and blood and pine needles. 

Barbie stayed close behind and when they were finished, 
they laid the garments out to dry on a flat shelf of rock and 
sat down to comb their fingers through their wet hair. 

“Your Indian seems to like you,” Barbie commented after 
a moment. 

“Good heavens, Barbie, he’s not my Indian,” Honor re¬ 
turned, struggling with a knotted tangle at the back of her 
hair. 

“Well, I mean the one you ride with. I saw you last night 
when you rode into the camp—the way he let the others 
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know that you were his.” She blushed uncomfortably. “I 
would almost feel better if one of them would do that with 
me. As it is, I hardly know if I’m considered communal 
property, or what.” 

“Don’t think I’m anything special to him,” Honor said. 
“Whatever the others decide to do with the rest of us, I’ll get 
the same treatment.” She sighed impatiently and finally freed 
the tangle so that her fingers could comb through her hair 
smoothly. 

The other women had finished bathing and most washed 
their dresses, although some chose to slip them back on im¬ 
mediately, gazing fearfully to where the Indians had appeared 
again and were seated close to where the ponies were teth¬ 
ered. Honor did not glance toward them, but laid back to let 
the sun finish drying her hair. Beside her, Barbie also dozed a 
little. 

They both awakened at the same time, a sense of unease 
alerting them. Two Indians stood in front of them and 
Honor recognized one as Katala, despite the absence of war 
paint on his lean brown face. He gazed first at her hair, dry 
now and curling in soft honey-colored waves down her back, 
then at her breasts, the upper slopes of which were revealed 
by her dry chemise. His eyes traveled lower, seeming to pene¬ 
trate the muslin of her undergarment. 

Self-consciously, Honor pulled the two halves of her 
chemise together to cover the leg that was exposed. She 
looked up to see his eyes once again on her breasts and her 
skin paled beneath the sunburn. After a moment, he reached 
down for her dress and handed it to her, signing that she 
should dress quickly. 

Barbie, who was also hurrying into her gown, glanced 
briefly at her. “Maybe—maybe they don’t intend to hurt us at 
all,” she whispered. She received a cuff on the chin and un¬ 
derstood that she was to keep silent. 

Honor struggled into the ripped frock and found her hand 
taken by Katala so that she was led back to his horse and 
once again seated astride it. He leaped up in back of her and 
urged his horse forward. 

The Indian band rode more swiftly now, as though they 
knew that home was not far away. Honor felt the hard ridge 
of the pony’s spine on her backside and knew she would be 
bruised by morning. 

They had climbed to a small plateau and, in the distance, 
Honor could see campfires lighting the darkening skies. She 
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straightened up to peer into the twilight and heard Katala be¬ 
hind her, saying something to one of the other braves, who 
immediately kicked his pony forward ahead of the others and 
rode into the village. 

The others slowed their mounts and Honor glanced uneas¬ 
ily over to catch Barbie’s eyes in mutual anxiety. They re¬ 
mained just outside the village, which was partially sheltered 
behind a windbreak of evergreens so that Honor could only 
see the tops of the tallest teepees. She began to fidget impa¬ 
tiently and felt her hair pulled sharply from behind. 

At the same moment, Katala kneed his horse forward at a 
walk with the others following. Honor kept her attention 
ahead until they passed the windbreak and could see the en¬ 
tire village, which was surprisingly large. 

She could see, in the center of the village, an immensely 
large teepee covered with various insignia and signs. Spread¬ 
ing outward from it, like the spokes of a giant wheel, avenues 
of wickiups in varying sizes stood, smoke coming from the 
vents at the tops. 

Katala stopped at the first fringe of teepees and pushed 
Honor off his pony so that she fell awkwardly to the ground, 
losing her balance. He shouted an order to her and she knew 
he wanted her to stand up and walk beside him. She glared 
up at him and shook her head, so that he kicked at her with 
his foot. Slowly, she got up and felt him encircling her neck 
with his lariat. She blushed with shame at the degradation 
and wondered at this change of mood. Glancing guardedly 
around, she saw the others were being treated likewise. 

The young women were made to walk next to the horses of 
their captors until they reached the main street of the village. 
Here, a reception party awaited them and Honor’s eyes 
widened as she perceived an old, gray-haired woman coming 
toward them, a long pole in her hand from which waved 
countless scalps. She was walking sedately enough, her tooth¬ 
less gums emitting a loud singsong chant, and behind her, 
several more women were leaping and shouting, stamping 
their feet on the earth, and waving their arms toward the sky. 

Honor wished desperately that she could turn and ran 
away from this weird procession that was descending rapidly 
on her. She looked up toward Katala, but he rode upright, 
tall and proud, his gaze straight ahead as though the singing 
women hardly concerned him. 

The women’s singing grew louder and they threw them¬ 
selves into the dust to bow to the warriors returning home, 

53 



shrieking welcomes and praises. Honor unconsciously cringed 
closer to Katala’s pony, seeking protection from these crazy, 
shouting women who had now begun to eye her with con¬ 
siderable interest. 

With a few words, Katala turned the lariat that was 
wrapped around Honor’s neck over to the woman carrying 
the pole, who accepted it graciously, then handed it to an¬ 
other matron who stood behind her. Each of the warriors did 
the same with their captives. With more shouting and singing, 
the captives were filed into the village, the ropes around then- 
necks cutting into their skins as they were pulled toward the 
large teepee in the center. The warriors rode before them 
and, one by one, they dismounted in front of the teepee and 
disappeared behind the bearskin that covered the opening. 

Honor, standing outside next to Barbie, guessed that this 
must be the chief’s teepee, and wondered if the captives 
would be ushered inside also, or left to wait in the dark while 
their fate was probably being decided within. She was tired 
from the long day’s ride and wished she could at least sit 
down, but a glance from the woman who held her rope told 
her that she would not be allowed such a commonplace lux¬ 
ury. 

The old woman who held the scalp pole shouted to the 
others and the captives were made to stand in single file while 
she went down the row as though examining them for a sale. 
Her eyes lingered on a girl’s red hair and she touched it ex¬ 
perimentally with crusty fingers. 

The old woman moved on and came to the girl who had 
the glow of the campfire in her hair and the spark of its light 
in her eyes. Tentatively, she let her finger trace the curve of 
one cheek. As she expected, the girl frowned. 

“You old witch! I’d spit in your face if my mouth weren’t 
so dry!” 

Honor was silenced immediately as the old woman struck 
her a blow on her chin that jerked her face around. The com¬ 
manding fingers pinched her cheeks to pry open her mouth as 
the rope was tightened around her neck. 

Nevertheless, Honor kicked out at the old woman and 
caught her fairly on the shin so that she bent over, cursing 
angrily. Another swift blow and the rope was tightened once 
again so that Honor wondered if they meant to strangle her. 
Still, her eyes blazed in her sunburned face and she saw the 
old woman rub her shin and then straighten up to look once 
more at her. 
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Her fingers probed the rip in her bodice, feeling the size 
and texture of her breasts, causing Honor to struggle in 
helpless fury against the rope. The old woman laughed, point¬ 
ing to her own flabby breasts, which hung down to her waist 
below her doeskin dress. Then she pointed to the teepee, 
laughed again and whispered conspiratorially, “Katala!” 

The other women laughed and giggled and nodded their 
heads. Without more words, the old woman signaled to the 
others and Honor felt her gown being ripped from her body. 
She saw Barbie struggling valiantly as her dress was pulled 
off, as well as the others. The woman gazed curiously at the 
white chemises and petticoats of the white captives and then 
nodded her head. 

Honor found herself naked except for the bandages on her 
feet. The Indian women stared, prodding and pressing in 
their curiosity, giggling among themselves as they examined 
hair and teeth. Honor endured their curiosity, only hoping 
they would take them somewhere where they could put on 
some clothing before the men came out again. She shivered 
in the deepening darkness. 

As though by a prearranged signal the Indian women be¬ 
gan separating the captives, each woman taking one of her 
choice to a teepee. The old woman, laughing a little to her¬ 
self, caught Honor by the arm and shoved her toward a 
wickiup that stood not too far from the main teepee. 

“Barbie!” 

“Honor!” 

The two friends looked forlornly at each other, but Bar¬ 
bie’s captor pushed her hurriedly into a wickiup and Honor 
was led to hers. 

Once inside the teepee, Honor was impressed at its size. It 
appeared, though, that the woman lived alone, for there was 
only one bed of skins in a comer. A small depression in the 
middle of the earthen floor had a few twigs and branches in 
it and she assumed it was the firepit to provide warmth 
for the interior of the lodge. 

“I am Magda,” the old woman spoke English slowly. 

“You can speak English!” Honor moved toward her, then 
stopped at the cool look the woman bestowed on her. 

“You arc white woman, prisoner of Katala, son of our 
chief. You wait here for him—perhaps,” she cackled softly. 

“Wait for him? To do what? Am I to be—” 

“No questions now, white one. You wait.” 

Magda threw a skin at her which Honor used to drape her 
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ti.VwfaniM. “Katala have you already, white one?” she asked 
curiously. 

Honor flushed. She shook her head vehemently. 

“You not know man yet? Maybe Katala not want you 
then. He always take woman on trail—never wait. Maybe 
then you present for Magda. Magda’s slave.” The old woman 
seemed pleased at the idea and settled down to smoke con¬ 
tentedly. , 

Honor watched her warily. Slave? Slave to that strange old 
woman? “Why would Katala bring me to you as a slave? If 
he is the son of your chief, why wouldn’t he keep me for his 
own household?” 

“Magda not know that word.” 

“Household—his home. Does he have a wife?” 

Magda smiled. “Lianna is mother of Katala’s son. She very 
beautiful, more beautiful than white woman!” She ^ spat into 
the fire. “Lianna not want white woman in her lodge.” 

“I’m glad,” Honor said fervently. “I don’t want to be Ka¬ 
tala’s woman.” 

“If he wants you—you will be!” 

“But you just said—” 

Magda laughed at the girl’s confusion. Honor, frustrated 
by the woman’s ambiguity, was silent. Suddenly, a great com¬ 
motion ensued from outside the wickiup and she jumped to 
her feet, backing toward the shadows, afraid that Katala was 
coming for her. Magda did not glance at her, but continued 
to sit contentedly smoking as though the noise outside did not 
concern her. 

Finally, Honor’s curiosity got the best of her and she ques¬ 
tioned the old woman tersely. “What is all that noise about? 

Magda continued smoking and Honor was made to wait 
interminably before she answered, “One of our people has re¬ 
turned to our village.” She looked at the girl curiously. “He 
will come here to receive my welcome.” 

“He is your son?” 

She shook her head. “He is husband to my daughter.” 

Honor couldn’t imagine having the old woman as a 
mother. But perhaps Indians were different. Certainly her 
own mother would never have led a procession of dancing, 
shouting women down Main Street to greet the men of the 
town. 

Suddenly, the bearskin was shoved aside, allowing a tall 
figure to enter the lodge. Honor looked up in alarm at the in¬ 
truder, instinctively seeking the shadows of the lodge. She 
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could see very little in the low light cast by the small fire, but 
she was immediately struck with the masculine strength of 
this man. She wondered if, perhaps, he was also the son of 
the chief of this village. 

He spoke in the Indian dialect, bowing his head formally, 
as though asking permission to enter. Magda answered, 
nodded and signaled for him to sit across from her. 

The man, sensing another’s presence, raised a question, to 
which Magda, chuckling a little, answered quickly. 

“White one, come out from shadow and present yourself to 
Devlin,” she ordered, a thread of amusement in her words. 

Reluctantly, Honor scooted forward on her knees, keeping 
the skin tight around her with both hands. She kept her head 
bowed, not wanting this new Indian warrior to become inter¬ 
ested in her. Magda’s reason for introducing her baffled her a 
little and she didn’t want to be caught in some kind of trap. 
Why would she care if her son-in-law met her? 

“You have a name?” 

The voice was deep, authoritative and sent a strange 
quivering through her. She dared to raise her eyes to cast a 
furtive glance at the stranger and saw midnight-black hair 
curling softly against the collar of his buckskin shirt. His face 
was lean, shadowed in the flickering light, and she could not 
tell if he was smiling or not, but as he moved forward a little, 
she gasped at seeing eyes of silvery blue staring back at her. 
She realized in a flash of intuition that this man was not an 
Indian! He was white! 

“Your name,” the voice repeated from lips that had curled 
a little in an appraising smile. 

“Honor—Honor O’Brien,” she half-whispered, caught in 
that silver-blue gaze like a mesmerized rabbit. 

Dark brows lifted like sardonic wings as he repeated her 
name. “Honor O’Brien—an Irishwoman by the sound of it,” 
he laughed. Then he sobered as he assessed the loveliness of 
his mother-in-law’s captive. Honey-gold hair fell in rippling 
waves down her back and shoulders, framing eyes as green as 
a cat’s and just now narrowing at his effrontery. The oval of 
her face was tilted upward as her pointed chin stuck out in 
determination. Her mouth, full and blushed with pink, 
trembled a little at the comers despite her angry pose. 

Brice Devlin had heard of the attack on the wagon train 
and knew the reason for it. Katala’s cousin, Sito, had been 
killed by one of those foolish scouts who should have known 
better. Katala had vowed revenge and exacted it quickly. He 
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looked at the girl again. She was young, probably seventeen 
or eighteen. But he wasn’t sure of her position in the village. 

“She is your slave, my mother?” he asked Magda in the In¬ 
dian language. . . _ 

Magda shook her head. “She belongs to Katala, and yet, I 
may have whichever woman I wish for my slave, he has said. 

I would choose her.” _ x t 

Devlin’s eyes narrowed. He was sure that Katala had al¬ 
ready had his way with the girl on the trail. Perhaps she was 
no longer interesting to him. If he allowed Magda to keep 
her, he was sure the girl would not be treated unkindly. He 
glanced once more at her kneeling figure and knew a moment 
of intense attraction. He shook himself, thinking that it had 
been a long time since he had reacted toward a woman so 
strongly—no, childishly was a better word, he thought. For a 
moment, he was remembering Annabelle Reeves and his 
dumbstruck reaction to her beauty and untouchability. He 
pushed the thought from his mind. This girl was not un¬ 
touchable. She had probably known men before. 

“Go to sleep, white one.” Magda’s voice disturbed his 
thoughts and made him aware of the girl’s position. 

"It is time for me to greet my wife,” he said in Comanche. 
“She has delivered the child?” 

Magda shook her head worriedly. “She still holds him 
within her,” she answered, “but perhaps she has only waited 

for you to return.” , . , , , .. 

He nodded, then bowed once again and left the lodge with¬ 
out another glance at the white girl. 

Honor watched him leave and would have liked to ques¬ 
tion Magda about the man, but kept silent. He was, after all, 
her son-in-law. The thought of such a man having a wife sur¬ 
prised her—and then she wondered why it should surprise 
her. Was it because he seemed so hard, so indifferent to her 
as he had looked at her? She shivered and curled onto the 
bed of animal skins that Magda had indicated. The noise out¬ 
side soon dimmed in her ears and she was lulled into sleep. 
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Honor awoke with a start the next morning, prodded by 
a foot in her backside. She looked up to see Magda standing 
above her. 

“Get up, lazy woman,” she was saying good-humoredly. 
“You Magda’s slave and will go to stream to fetch water.” 

Still befuddled by sleep, Honor struggled to get up. The 
animal skin slipped from her shoulders, reminding her that 
she was without any clothes. She looked at Magda question- 
ingly. The old woman grunted and threw a shift of tanned 
doeskin at her which she hurriedly scrambled into. 

“Where is the stream?” 

Magda mumbled disgustedly and pushed her out the open¬ 
ing of the wickiup into the new morning. “That direction,” 
she pointed, handing her a clay jug. 

Confused at her freedom, Honor started walking in the 
direction Magda had told her, surprised that no one stopped 
her or asked her what she was doing. Then she realized that 
they knew she could not escape the village, not having the 
means to do so, nor the slightest idea which way to run. She 
sighed and balanced the jug on her shoulder, stepping care¬ 
fully around other wickiups where Indian women were cook¬ 
ing outside in big iron pots with little interest in the white 
woman. 

Furtively, she looked for Barbie’s familiar face. Perhaps 
whoever she was living with had sent her to the stream also. 
The thought caused her to walk faster until she reached a 
small stream shaded by cottonwood trees. A few other 
women were there, filling jugs and other vessels, but she did 
not see any of the other white captives. 

She lingered at the stream, hoping for sight of her friend 
until she heard a shirll voice behind her. She looked around 
to see an Indian woman signing for her to move to allow her 
access to the stream. She obeyed quickly, exchanging looks of 
mutual curiosity with the woman. The Indian, however, did 
not say a word, and so Honor sat for a few more minutes by 
the stream, hoping for sight of Barbie. 

After a time, she became aware of another Indian woman 
staring at her and turned her head to see a girl of about her 
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own age looking back at her, her belly stretched to the burst¬ 
ing point by her pregnancy. It seemed at any moment that 
the stuff of her shift would tear down the center. Honor 
smiled tentatively, but the girl quickly averted her eyes and 
whispered something to her companion, another young girl 
who was washing a small child in the stream. 

Beside her, the Indian woman who had pushed her aside 
tapped her on the arm. 

“You white woman—you Magda’s slave.” It was not a 
question. 

Honor nodded uncertainly. It seemed that many of these 
people spoke her language, although some chose to remain 
silent. Perhaps the white man called Devlin had taught them 
English. 

The woman laughed almost sarcastically. “You have Spirit 
of Good with you. You lucky one.” 

“Lucky!” And then, fearfully. Honor’s mind formed a 
question that she almost dared not say out loud. licking her 
suddenly diy lips, she asked, “Where are the others that were 
brought with me?” 

The woman smirked again. ‘They lay upon their captor’s 
buffalo hides and receive his manroot into their white bodies. 
Again and again, the warrior will have taken them last night 
until blood soils their thighs and they moan with their ag¬ 
ony.” 

Her ferocity caused Honor to shiver. “How—how can this 
be when I have not been abused by the one who captured 
me? You are lying!” 

“I not lie, white one. Katala fight for you in council, for 
you most valuable—a white woman of courage. Only the 
greatest of them may enter you.” She laughed softly. “But 
Magda take you for slave. Too late for Katala.” She chuckled 
again as she gathered her things and strode away. 

Confused, Honor watched her go. Could she possibly have 
been telling the truth about the other captives? That would 
certainly explain why they were not given the freedom that 
Magda had given her. The thought of Barbie being forced to 
serve one of those—those savages—nearly nauseated her. 

She got to her feet to go and turned too swiftly in the soft 
mud. With a cry, she fell down, twisting her ankle and spilling 
the water from the jug. 

“You have hurt, white one?” The girl with the bulging 
stomach had come up beside her in order to help her up. 

“I—I think I’ve twisted my ankle. It’s nothing really.” She 
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smiled at the girl, who was holding her arm. "Thank you for 
your help.” 

The girl veiled her eyes. “You stay with Magda?” 

“Yes.” 

“Magda is my mother. Mother of Tutalo.” 

Honor looked at the girl in surprise. This, then, must be 
the wife of the white man she had met last night Her eyes 
widened and brushed away from the stomach bulging with 
the fruit of their intimacy. 

The Indian girl noticed her embarrassment and smiled. “It 
will be boy,” she proclaimed softly. “Devlin has said.” 

“I—I think I’d best be getting back to your mothers lodge. 
She will wonder why I have been so long.” Honor hurried on, 
wishing to get away from the girl in case the man called 
Devlin should come up. She waved shyly to Tutalo and her 
companion, then sped up the incline. 

Back at the village, she noticed several ponies tethered near 
the lodge of the chief and wondered if Indians visited back 
and forth between villages as she and her mother used to visit 
between plantations. The idea seemed alien to this new, sav¬ 
age land she had encountered. She quickened her pace when 
she saw Magda outside her teepee, placing an iron pot over 
the outside cookfire. 

“You take too long,” was the old woman’s grumble as she 
took the water jug away from the girl. “You watch food 
now.” 

Honor sat down, cross-legged, as she had seen the other In- 
dan women do, and leaned over to stir the contents of the 
pot. It looked to be some kind of stew with pieces of meat 
mixed with peas, com and turnips. After an hour of watching 
it boil steadily, she looked up to see the visitors coming out 
of the chiefs lodge. Curious, she sat back on her haunches 
and watched. 

Four warriors, painted with bright red and yellow bands on 
their faces and chests, were still conversing with the Indian 
whom she remembered as Katala and an older man who, she 
assumed, must be his father, the chief. The chief was dressed 
in tanned buckskin leggings and a bright pink shirt, sewn 
crudely with various insignia. She wondered for a moment 
where he got the shirt and then remembered the wagon train 
attack and no longer wondered. His hair was graying, long 
and kept back from his forehead with a stitched band of 
rawhide. He seemed in late middle age and she tried to 
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remember the name Magda had called him. Appina—that 
was it. 

Her attention was once more on the four warriors as they 
indicated six of their ponies. A young boy was called who 
took the six ponies away. Appina shouted a command and an 
Indian woman appeared at die entrance to a nearby teepee, 
holding the hand of one of the white captives. Honor did not 
know her, but shuddered at the smudged eyes, the tangled 
hair and ripped shift which she must have hurriedly donned. 
The four warriors took turns examining the girl, then one of 
them nodded and she was set docilely on one of their remain¬ 
ing ponies. Another order from Appina and Honor watched as 
another white captive was brought out. Her breath escaped 
her in one huge rush. It was Barbie, her brunette hair hang¬ 
ing limply in her eyes, her body bent inward as though still 
aching from the night's abuse. Honor stood up in an involun¬ 
tary action to go to her, but was stopped abruptly by Magda’s 
crusty fingers on her arm. 

“That girl is my friend,” Honor protested. 

“She is sold to Pawnee warriors for ponies,” Magda said 
expressionlessly. 

“No!” 

Honor broke free from Magda’s hold and rushed toward 
the hunting party, which had mounted their ponies with their 
two captives and was preparing to ride away. 

“Barbie!” 

The girl turned and saw Honor, and her face with its 
ringed eyes, looked haunted. “Honor,” she wailed pitifully, 
“they’re taking me away!” 

“No, Barbie, no!” Honor cried. She would have thrown 
herself at the departing horses, but strong arms suddenly 
caught her to a hard chest. 

She was pressed effectively against a man’s body, struggling 
futilely as Barbie was taken away. Her cries tore at her 
throat. They couldn’t have sold her only friend! They 
couldn’t! She kicked backward at the legs of the man who 
held her, furious as his hands closed over her breasts. 

“Let me go! Let me go! I must go after her!” she cried out. 

“She has been sold to the Pawnee warriors, Honor 
O’Brien,” came the deep, masculine voice that somehow man¬ 
aged to convey that odd sense of intimacy even at such a mo¬ 
ment. “You can do nothing.” 

“She was my friend,” she cried, tears rising to spill down 
her cheeks. “They couldn’t do such a horrible thing!” She was 
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crying in earnest now, not caring that Katala and his father, 
Appina, were watching her with disgust now. 

“Quiet, Honor. It’s no use. Go back to Magda.” The arms 
loosened a little and she slipped away from him, turning on 
him furiously. 

“Get away from me, you monster! How could you let 
them take a woman of your own race and treat her like—like 
a piece of merchandise! You’re horrible, worse than any of 
them because you have known civilization!” She was breath¬ 
ing deeply, her green eyes flashing as they met the silver-blue 
ones without flinching. 

His look was sardonic, insolent, as he watched her with an 
enigmatic smile. “You’d better go back to Magda’s lodge. 
Honor, before someone decides you’d best be traded for a 
few ponies.” His eyes slid appraisingly over her, missing noth¬ 
ing, causing a blush to suffuse her cheeks. “I wouldn’t mind 
you warming my bed this winter.” 

“Oh!” Before she thought about the consequences, her 
hand shot up and slapped him hard on the cheek. 

Immediately the offending hand was held in a viselike grip 
that made her gasp in pain. The look on his face was stormy, 
but there was a spark in those silver-blue eyes that was some¬ 
thing else—anger, amusement, desire? He seemed to recover 
himself swiftly, though, and released her hand. With a mock¬ 
ing bow, he sauntered away from her. 

Left standing alone in the open space, Honor was suddenly 
aware of the eyes that had been watching her. She caught 
Katala’s look, smoldering with passion, and was sickened. 
The women were watching her with open curiosity as though 
she were some freak, or sick. Defiantly, she wiped the tears 
from her eyes and went back to Magda’s lodge, stirring the 
stew with swift anger. 

“White one acts without thought,” Magda murmured, her 
fingers busily lighting a pipe in order to sit near Honor and 
smoke. 

“That girl was my friend,” she explained, and the thought 
once more brought tears to her eyes. 

The old woman shrugged. “Pawnee warrior will treat her 
like Comanche,” she said thoughtfully. 

“You mean, she will be forced to—” Honor shivered, then 
turned to the old woman. 

“Why have I been the only one to come as a slave to one 
of the women?” 

Magda laughed. “Because Magda wanted you for slave. 
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Other women will wait for their warriors to finish with the 
white ones. It is the same thing.” She eyed the girl knowingly. 
“You would not take friend’s place?” 

Honor blushed. “I—I am glad you let me stay with you, 
Magda,” she said. 

“Katala still look at you with eyes of lover,” Magda 
pointed out. “If he wants you—he will find way to have 
you.” 

Honor quickly changed the subject, not feeling brave 
enough to challenge her claim. “I have met your daughter, 
Tutalo, at the stream this morning.” 

Magda nodded. “She is heavy with child.” She frowned. 

“You are worried about her?” 

<s Tutalo not strong, no flesh on her bones. Baby too big.” 

Honor looked sharply at the woman. “You don’t think she 
will have trouble with the birthing, Magda, do you? Don’t 
you people have any doctors?” 

Magda shook her head. “The spirit will decide. Our 
shaman will help her.” 

“Shaman?” 

“Medicine chief, very powerful man,” Magda explained. 
Then she closed her eyes and leaned back against one of the 
lodge poles. “Enough talk.” 

Honor silently stirred the stew. From the sound of Magda’s 
words, Tutalo would not have an easy birthing. The girl 
looked huge already and still the baby was not bom. Honor 
remembered when the wife of one of the planters in Charles¬ 
ton had been pregnant and the physician had said she was 
too small to birth the baby. The woman had died. 

“Your daughter’s husband,” Honor began uncertainly, 
feeling the blush on her face deepen. “He is white ...” 

Magda roused herself from her doze. “Yes, Devlin is 
white.” 

“How did he come to marry your daughter? How did he 
come to live among the Comanche? Is he—is he wanted by 
the law?” 

Magda crooked an eyebrow at the girl. “White one talks 
too much. Devlin does not belong to you.” Then she closed 
her eyes again. 
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Honor had been with the Comanche for almost a. full 
month. She reckoned that it must be near the end of August, 
for the days were beginning to cool off a little bit, although 
the heat was still intense. She had learned many things 
among the Comanche, most of them from Magda, who had 
become her teacher in the ways of the Indians. The horror of 
the wagon train attack had receded into the back of Honor’s 
mind and she had begun to look upon the Comanche as hu¬ 
man beings like herself. Even the thought of Barbie’s fate had 
been pushed resolutely away for the moment. She knew she 
would go mad thinking about her. She could only pray that 
she was being treated as well as she herself was. 

The thought of escape, despite her peaceful surroundings, 
was still uppermost in her mind. And she constantly observed 
the ways of the Indians and asked Magda questions. She had 
even learned a little Comanche, though the language did not 
come readily to her. She had made no friends in the village, 
although she saw Tutalo at the stream often, usually with her 
companion, Lianna, the wife of Katala. Lianna was not ad¬ 
verse to speaking to the white girl, but as the wife of the fu¬ 
ture chief she was not sure if it would be proper, and so her 
reticence passed itself on to Tutalo, who had still not been 
delivered of the child. 

Each day, when Honor went to the stream, she felt sure 
that Tutalo would not be there, but each day, she was and 
Honor marveled that her belly hadn’t burst. Devlin—his first 
name was Brice, she had learned'—had left on one of his little 
trips, trading and learning the news beyond the Indian vil¬ 
lage. He would be back today. 

Honor had thought about Brice Devlin often during the 
month, wondering about his reason for being here in the vil¬ 
lage with an Indian girl for a wife. Had he been cast out of 
his home for some dire reason? Was he, indeed, a criminal, a 
fugitive from justice? What crime had he committed? She 
shivered at the thought of those steely blue eyes watching her 
over the barrel of a gun, or those long-fingered brown hands 
closing about her throat to strangle her. Could he truly be a 
murderer? 
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She had caught heself more than once thinking about him 
in quiet moments when she was stirring the dinner in the iron 
pot, or helping Magda sew animal skins together for new 
shifts. It must be because he is white like myself, she told 
herself. She would deliberately recall his coldness when Bar¬ 
bie had been sold to the Pawnee warriors and remind herself 
that he was not to be trusted at any rate. Although—and here 
was what intrigued her most—he had the ability to come and 
go as he pleased. He would be the perfect person to aid her 
in her attempt to escape—if she could somehow persuade 
him to help her. 

She was seated Indian fashion in front of Magda’s lodge 
sewing a garment when she heard the welcome party go out 
to see Devlin’s arrival. He had several packhorses with him, 
heavily laden with articles which the avid eyes of the women 
hoped would be jewelry or trinkets for themselves. 

Carefully, she continued sewing, stitching with deer bone 
and sinew the scraped skins that she had softened as smooth 
as butter with hours of work. She realized that she was glad 
she had worn a clean, whitened deerskin tunic with long 
fringes at sleeves and hem, cinched at the waist with a bright 
yellow sash that Magda had no longer wanted. Her hair was 
parted in the middle and braided into two thick honey- 
colored plaits and around her head was a band of stitched 
cloth which she used, Indian fashion, to keep the hair from 
her forehead. She hoped that she looked pretty and then won¬ 
dered at the thought. 

It was not long before she heard him walking toward her, 
on his way to greet his revered mother-in-law as she knew he 
would. Son-in-laws hardly ever spoke to the wife’s mother 
unless it was to greet her formally after being away on a hunt 
or raiding party. The etiquette of the Comanche seemed 
strange to Honor, but she had long ago stopped questioning 
it. 

Honor could see his dusty black boots in front of her now 
and, hesitantly, she raised her eyes, feeling suddenly shy as 
though she had just been introduced to a distant cousin in a 
crowded ballroom. 

“Hello, Honor.” 

She met his silver-blue gaze with her own and smiled 
softly. “Hello, Brice.” She blushed at using his first name, as 
no one else in the village seemed to do so. 

Looking down at the exquisite girl at his feet, Brice Devlin 
felt something move him strongly. He had bent over a little 
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as though to reach down for her and draw her up against 
him. God, he hadn’t realized she had gotten under his skin so 
well. Quickly he pushed his thumbs into his belt. 

“You are well?” she was asking shyly, her green eyes wide 
and soft in her sun-browned face. The sprinkling of freckles 
across the bridge of her nose made her seem vulnerable, even 
younger than she was. 

He gritted his teeth against the unfamiliar feeling. “Yes,” 
he answered shortly and passed her quickly to go into 
Magda’s lodge and greet her. 

Put out by his curt tone and lack of courtesy, Honor 
jabbed the bone into the deerskin and succeeded in cutting 
her finger. She was sucking it gingerly when Devlin came out 
of the lodge. As she looked up, she caught him regarding her 
with an enigmatic look. A plan slowly evolved in her mind. 
Perhaps she might persuade this arrogant man to help her es¬ 
cape, she thought, by playing on his masculine pride. Instinc¬ 
tively she sensed he was attracted to her. 

Testing this new plan, she fluttered her lashes up at him 
and ruefully showed him the wounded finger. “You made me 
so angry that I jabbed the needle in my skin,” she accused 
softly. She tried to remember how she used to flirt with the 
young men in Charleston, but it seemed so long ago. Besides, 
she wasn’t sure this man would respond to the simpering ges¬ 
tures of her adolescence. 

He smiled and the silver-blue eyes suddenly flamed a little 
as though he already knew her little game and was willing to 
play along. “I’m sorry, Honor. I didn’t mean to make you an¬ 
gry,” he returned, squatting down beside her. 

He captured her hand in his and Honor felt the pulse leap 
to her throat. His slender brown fingers on her flesh sent a 
shudder through her and she valiantly attempted to keep the 
blush from staining her cheeks. 

“I don’t think it’s serious,” he said in a teasing voice, his 
hand still imprisoning her own. “No emergency care re¬ 
quired.” 

The expression in his eyes was a kind of waiting and Honor 
was suddenly at a loss. He seemed to be expecting something 
from her. She was unsure exactly what she should do. 

“It was—silly of me,” she offered tentatively. “I suppose— 
I was glad to see you again and I had hoped for a warmer 
greeting.” 

The expression changed, the blue deepening his eyes and 
the mouth curving into a lazy grin. “I would be most happy 
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to oblige you,’* he said in a low voice. “My warmest greetings 
could be conveyed more easily down by the stream—say an 
hour after sundown?” The challenge was clear in his tone. 

Honor dared not look at him, for fear he would read her 
intentions in her face. Silently she nodded, hoping he would 
take her attitude for feminine embarrassment. 

Laughing softly to himself, he released her hand and stood 
up. “I’ll be expecting you. Honor.” 

She watched him go and felt her heart throbbing in her 
breast. Did he guess at her intentions, she wondered. What 
would he say when she asked him to help her escape? He 
must help her! He must! She would do anything to get away 
from this village! 

She had been fidgeting in the lodge for fifteen minutes 
when Magda asked her sharply what was the matter. 

“I’m not feeling well,” Honor explained quickly. “I think 
I’d better go outside.” 

Hie old woman looked at her suspiciously. “You not look 
sick to Magda,” she pointed out. 

“I—I fee! hot and I think my monthly cycle is close upon 
me,” Honor improvised hurriedly. “May I go, Magda?” 

The woman gazed at her thoughtfully and then her mouth 
split into a knowing smile. “You need man, white one—a 
man will quench the fire of fever in you.” 

Her words would normally have caused a sharp retort 
from Honor, but tonight she was desperate and she merely 
nodded. Finally, with an exclamation of disdain, Magda 
waved her out while she lit up her pipe in preparation for a 
long, thoughtful smoke. She was worried about Tutalo and 
really couldn’t be bothered with the white girl’s problems just 
now. 

Gratefully Honor left the lodge and hurried toward the 
stream, hoping to encounter no one on the way. Luck was 
with her as she approached the stream and called out softly, 
“Brice, are you here?” 

She walked along the bank hesitantly, wondering if, after 
all, he had decided not to come. She had walked upstream 
along a line of river birch when a warm hand caught hers 
and jerked her around quickly. 

“So, you’ve come,” he said shortly. 

“Yes,” she whispered, trembling nervously at his nearness 
and their solitude. She knew he must feel her trembling as he 
held her arm tightly now. 
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He pulled her along behind a screen of juniper bushes, 
pushing her down to the ground and then folding his long 
legs to sit beside her. 

“I’m wondering exactly why you wanted to meet me—why 
you agreed,” he began, leaning toward her, his voice as inti¬ 
mate as though he had caressed her. 

Frantically she sought to clear her throat, which seemed as 
though it had been glued shut. “X—I wanted to come—to talk 
with you, Brice,” she got out finally in a hushed voice. Per¬ 
spiration seemed to pop out on her forehead and her palms 
were damp as she rubbed them against the material of her 
tunic. 

“I’m waiting,” he replied, and he was so close to her that 
his breath fanned her cheek. 

“Brice, I—I came west on the wagon train because—be¬ 
cause I was kidnapped by a woman named Pearl and her two 
accomplices,” she began. “Pearl was a woman who ran—a— 
house of . . .” She stopped, sensing that he was losing his in¬ 
terest in her story. Then, determinedly, she went on. “Pearl 
was the owner of a brothel in St. Louis and was run out of 
the city. She wanted to set up a* new house in California and 
had kidnapped me and two other girls .. 

“Kidnapped?” 

“Well, she—drugged me in her hotel room after my 
brother left me to ...” 

“Honor,” he said, catching her arm to pull her even closer 
to him, “I’m not interested in what you’re trying to tell me.” 
His other arm was suddenly around her shoulders and his 
mouth was almost touching her own. “I’m interested in only 
one thing right now.” 

His mouth brushed hers softly at first, then harder until its 
force was causing her lips to smash up against her teeth. 
Honor tried to pull out of his arms, straining backward 
against his strength. He let her go, and she sat for a moment 
catching her breath, avoiding his eyes. 

“What game are you playing, Honor?” he wondered, 
watching her attempt to regain her composure. His voice was 
deceptively silky and Honor took heart. 

“Brice, you must know that I cannot stay here in this vil¬ 
lage much longer. I must get back to my own people. I’m a 
stranger here.” 

He considered her reasoning, cocking his head to one side 
as he regarded her thoughtfully. “And you had hoped to en¬ 
list my aid in making your escape?” 
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Fearfully she nodded, all deception gone as her eyes 
beseeched him in the gathering darkness. If he would not 
help her, she would never be able to get away on her own. 

‘That’s asking a lot, Honor,** he went on slowly* toying 
with her. 

«X—I’d be willing to pay,” she breathed. 

His smile was positively wicked. “Give me a kiss, Honor, 
and I’ll think about it.” 

She hesitated, but realized that if she did not comply, he 
would most likely get up and leave her. Grasping at the one 
straw left to her, she leaned toward him, closing her eyes and 
pursing her lips much as a child would do before kissing her 
parents good night. 

Brice had to smile at the innocent gesture, but his. arms 
went around her once more and gathered her against him, as 
his lips came down on hers with swift purpose. His kiss was 
deep, demanding. He would have no half-measure this time 
and he felt her resistance as his mouth opened her lips. She 
would have struggled out of his arms once more, but he held 
her fast, bending her backward toward the ground until she 
lay prone, his body resting on hers. The trembling in the flesh 
beneath his told him clearly that her nervousness was increas¬ 
ing. He released her mouth and nuzzled her ear. 

“That was better, Honor,” he murmured. “Now just ex¬ 
actly what was it you wanted me to do for you?” 

His face was too close to hers and Honor found herself un¬ 
able to think about escape. She desperately wished he would 
let her up, but he was resting on his elbows now as he 
watched her, bending down to plant small kisses on her face 
and ears. 

“You have the freedom to come and go as you please,” she 
began all at once. “You could leave on a journey and take 
me with you.” 

He looked in mocking surprise at her earnest expression. 
‘That is your plan? That I leave the village with you riding 
one of my packhorses behind me?” 

“Well—I know that you would have to think of an ex¬ 
planation—I mean Katala would—” 

“Katala would never let me do it,” he interrupted. His 
frown worried her. “Katala has been watching you this last 
month and his desire has grown day by day. He would never 
let you leave his sight.” 

“What do you mean? He has a wife and child. He cannot 
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think that I would wish to go to him,” she protested vehe¬ 
mently. 

He laughed tersely. “Honor, you’re too much an innocent 
If Katala wants to bed with you, he will find a way.” 

“Oh, you sound like Magda now,” she accused, putting her 
hands on his chest to push him off. “Let me up—you’re no 
help!” 

He continued to lie atop her. “Don’t be in such a hurry to 
leave me, Honor,” he said lazily. “There may be a way to ef¬ 
fect an escape ...” 

She stopped struggling to look up at him eagerly. “Then 
you will help me?” 

For a moment, he wavered in the light of her complete in¬ 
nocence, but the feel of her body beneath him waved his stab 
of conscience aside. “I’ll have to t hink about a way,” he 
hedged. “But you said you would be willing to pay.” 

She nodded. “Of course, I have nothing now, but when 
you help to get me away, I will—” 

His lips came down to silence her as his hands discovered 
the buckskin ties at the neck of her tunic. Deftly he untied 
them, pushing aside the material so that his hand could slip 
inside to caress one firm, young breast. Her body stiffened, 
but the feel of her soft, fragrant flesh made him oblivious to 
her outrage. 

With quick determination, she caught his lower lip between 
her teeth and bit hard, drawing blood. 

“Damn!” He took his mouth from hers and stared angrily 
down at her. 

“How dare you!” she hissed, suddenly a raging wildcat. 
“You have no right to touch me as you did. Now, let me 
alone!” 

“No right! Why, honey, I thought being alone here in the 
dark with you gave me every right. Why else did you come?” 
He was trying to keep his anger in check, but he would have 
had infinite pleasure in shaking her into submission. 

“I came for—” She stopped and began to beat on his chest 
with her fists. “It doesn’t matter. You’re not going to help me 
now!” 

He caught her hands in his and brought his face close to 
her own. “Listen, baby, you came down here because you 
wanted to be with me. You were willing to let me kiss you if 
you could use me for your own end. But when the situation 
got out of your control, you turn into an outraged virgin! 
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Don’t tell me that Katala hasn’t already enjoyed you on the 
trad!” 

“That’s a lie!” she cried out. “He never—” 

“Don’t bother,” he interrupted ruthlessly. “Dammit, you’ve 
come here willing to pay the price for my help. Now you’ll 
pay it with or without your consent!” 

He brought her hands above her head and held them with 
one of his own while he tore at the tunic with his free hand. 
She was struggling silently beneath him, twisting her body to 
avoid his encroaching hand, but he finally succeeded in push¬ 
ing the garment up to her neck, leaving her body naked to 
his gaze. 

He whistled softly and, releasing her hands for a moment, 
he reached down and drew the tunic above her head and 
threw it to the side. She slapped him on the cheek and tried 
to rake the nails of her other hand across his face, but he 
caught them again, grinning ruefully. 

“Any more of that, baby, and you’ll find yourself getting 
repaid in kind,” he warned. 

“I don’t care. You’ve proven you’re a brute, more so than 
the savages you live with! Is that why you remain here in¬ 
stead of in your own civilization? Did they throw you out be¬ 
cause you weren’t fit to live with decent people!” 

She saw his face tighten, the mouth hardening to a thin 
line. She could not see the color of his eyes in the darkness, 
but she quailed at the expression on his face. Had she gone 
too far? If he was a murderer, would he kill her now? 

“Honey,” he said in a hard voice, “you’ve just reminded 
me of things I don’t like to remember. Now, you’ll pay for 
your stupid upper-class snobbery with a little taste of lower- 
class brutality!” 

He swept her body with ungentle hands, causing her to 
cringe at his boldness. No part of her body was safe from his 
exploration and she could only turn her head from side to 
side in protest at his actions. He grasped her breasts, cupped 
them in his palms as he circled the tips with his thumbs. 

She shrank from his lips as they nibbled her neck, then 
went lower to her bosom, where they sucked at the flesh that 
he was offering with his hands. Tears slowly dripped down 
the sides of Honoris face as she endured his humiliation of 
her. Please, please, just let him finish and leave me alone, she 
thought desperately. 

His hands were rough as they slid down her ribs to her 
hips, grasping them strongly as he pulled them toward him- 
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self. With a sudden shock, she realized that he was pressing 
his own nakedness against her flesh, even while his mouth 
captured her nipples and continued to torture them with his 
teeth and tongue. 

“Please, stop,” she sobbed in sheer panic. “Please don’t do 
this to me!” 

The pitiful words jarred him deeply, softening the sexual 
brutality that had engulfed him before. But he couldn’t stop 
now. He wanted her too much to let her go. He was aching 
to feel the soft, warm flesh pressed in the most intimate 
caress. He opened her legs, slipping his hands between her 
thighs to caress her. 

Honor jumped beneath him and thought she would die of 
shame as his fingers sought her most intimate places. Some¬ 
thing subtle had happened, although she could not be sure 
she had felt anything beyond the barrier of her deep humilia¬ 
tion. Still, as his hands caressed and his mouth softly kissed 
her stiffened breasts she felt a softening somewhere, a warmth 
and lightness that responded to his touch. 

“Don’t,” she whimpered breathlessly, bringing her hands 
down to clasp his own. 

“Let me go. Honor,” he whispered back. 

She sobbed and released his hands, then felt them on her 
thighs, pushing them out. He bent his head to kiss her trem¬ 
bling belly, then dipped lower to help prepare her for his en¬ 
trance. 

“Brice, please,” she whispered one last time, knowing al¬ 
ready her plea was futile. “This should have been my fiance,” 
she ended to herself. 

He heard her plea and wondered if, perhaps, she had been 
telling the truth. Perhaps Katala had not had her on the trail. 
He smiled to himself—he would know soon enough. 

He knelt on the sandy soil and pulled her legs around his 
waist, feeling her warm wetness pressed against his own 
throbbing hardness. Gently, he leaned forward over her, 
propping his weight on his hands as he thrust into her. 

Honor’s breath caught in her throat. She had no idea what 
he was doing to her. Something hot and rigid was pushing be¬ 
tween her legs, trying to get past a barrier within her that 
held it back. She wished she could see what he was doing, but 
his face was above hers and she closed her eyes as he leaned 
down to kiss her deeply. The kiss, his tongue twisting against 
her own, his chest pressed to her breasts, made a tingling in 
her belly that seemed to be answered by his thrusting. 
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Thoughts flew from her mind as she concentrated on these 
new sensations in her body. 

A warm feeling of well-being washed over her, so that she 
wriggled her hips upward to meet him. A slight pressure, 
uncomfortable, was building somewhere within her and she 
wished it was gone so that she could enjoy this new delight, 
but it persisted until, finally, something burst inside and she 
would have cried out in bewildered pain had his lips not 
crushed hers so completely. She could feel him deep within 
her now and the panic threatened to come back. She 
struggled a little, but he kept her firmly clamped to the 
ground while he continued his strokes until the ache lessened 
considerably. 

Her arms, which had been lying at her sides, came up now 
to encircle his neck and her thighs grasped him tightly 
around the waist. He was whispering words in her ear be¬ 
tween kisses, sexual words, hot and intimate, that shocked her 
even as their utterance drove her wildly against him. He con¬ 
tinued his movements, listening to the soft keening of her 
voice deep in her throat. 

A new sensation was sending tingling fingers of wild aban¬ 
donment through her entire body, as Honor felt his strokes 
coming faster and faster. He seemed to be in the grip of 
some deep emotion, as his eyes closed and he buried his face 
in her neck. Honor herself moaned deeply and felt herself 
being uplifted, her body flung to the sky as rockets burst in¬ 
side of her. 

Afterward, as their breathing returned to normal, she 
placed a tentative hand on his damp hair. The expression on 
his face was fulfillment mixed with a curious look of wonder¬ 
ment, as though he was not quite sure of the outcome of 
what had just happened between them, or as though he was 
fighting within himself as to whether to allow himself to trust 
her. 

“Brice, I—” 

“Hush, honey,” he said softly, kissing her eyes and cheeks. 

“Brice, was I—did I make you happy?” she asked tenta¬ 
tively, realizing that she hoped she had conveyed something 
of her own ecstasy to him. 

He smiled indulgently, but his expression was suddenly ten¬ 
der. There was no need to say anything and he felt, suddenly, 
as though there had been a great weight lifted from him. An- 
nabelle Reeves was gone forever. He felt a strange and alien 
need to protect this girl. 
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He slipped off her and clasped her hand to help her sit up. 
He was aware of her embarrassment at her own nudity and 
he handed her the tunic to cover herself. He knew that she 
cast covert glances at him through her lashes as he buttoned 
his trousers and shirt. Ah, there would be more time for ex¬ 
perimentation with her, he thought with relish. She had been 
a virgin, had given him her priceless possession and he would 
cherish that gift. Gently, he pulled twigs from the thick 
braids that swung against her shoulders. 

“Brice,” she began uncertainly, her face turned up to his. 
“Brice, is it possible—could I be falling in love with you?” 
she wondered. She waited trustingly for his answer. 

The word grated on his newfound peace and he realized 
that he could not honestly say that he had fallen in love with 
her. Because of his own mixed feelings, he did not want her 
to cling to him. Her love could wrap itself around him so 
tightly that he would feel trapped. He realized that he had 
been free too long for commitments. He looked at her warily. 

“Honor, this—thing—between us. It just happened. We 
were together and I wanted you—and you wanted me. Let 
that be enough for now.” 

He helped her to her feet and brushed dirt from her dress. 
Clasping her hand, he walked with her back to the camp, 
keeping his thoughts on anything but her downcast face. A 
little way from Magda’s lodge, he released her and she turned 
steadily toward him. 

“I do love you, Brice,” she whispered softly, then turned 
and walked quickly to the lodge, disappearing inside, leaving 
him to grit his teeth in perplexity. 


a 


even 


Honor saw little of Brice for the next three mornings af¬ 
terward. She was hurt at what she thought was his deliberate 
avoidance of her. Things had looked different in the light of 
the next day and she found herself needing reassurance from 
him that what she had done had been the right thing. As 
there was no reassurance forthcoming, she found herself be¬ 
ginning to blame him for her seduction. And worse, she had 
been unable to exact a promise from him to help her escape. 

She went about the routine of each day with hard pur- 
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pose, trying to drive thoughts of Brice Devlin out of her 
mind. That she had given herself to him —a stranger—was 
bad enough to make her pound her fist with embarrassment, 
but that she had told him she loved him! She could imagine 
him smirking at the admission. Was it one of many that a 
silly lovestruck girl might have made? Her thoughts were tor¬ 
ture to her, but they continued in her mind until she had 
worked up a righteous hatred of Brice Devlin and vowed that 
he would never touch her again! 

Finally, one morning Lianna came running to the lodge, 
her face revealing her concern. “Magda! Tutalo has begun to 
deliver the baby!” she cried. 

Honor rushed out with Magda, intent on helping Tutalo in 
any way she could. The fact that she had made love with her 
husband added to her guilt feelings and she wanted to make 
amends to the unknowing, wronged wife. Deep inside, she 
wanted to see Brice Devlin, too, despite her own protesta¬ 
tions. 

“You stay!” Magda commanded, pushing Honor back 
when she would have followed the old woman. 

“But I might be able to help,” she protested. 

“You stay!” Magda repeated and hurried off after Lianna 
to the lodge of Tutalo. 

Honor gnawed her lower lip and sat down to wait. She 
knew that Magda was worried about her daughter. The baby 
must be very large from the size of Tutalo’s belly, and Tutalo 
herself was delicately thin. Even in Charleston, such a preg¬ 
nancy would cause concern among the physicians. Honor 
could only pray that Tutalo would be delivered safely. 

Restless, she fussed with the fringe on her sleeves, not 
knowing how long she would have to wait for news. It took 
hours sometimes, she knew, but she had never really been in¬ 
terested in such tihings before and she wondered now just how 
long it would be. 

She sensed a presence behind her and whirled around 
quickly, half-hoping it was Brice. But to her disappointment, 
it was Katala and she veiled her expression quickly. He came 
toward her on light feet, his look predatory. She knew now 
that he understood and spoke English and she waited for him 
to speak. 

“White one thinks of someone else?” he questioned softly. 

She shook her head. “You startled me. I—I was nervous 
thinking of Tutalo and her baby. I want to go to help her, 
but—” 
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“White one not belong with woman of he who has pierced 
her.” Katala spoke sharply now. 

Honor turned white and gazed at him in fright. He knew 
that Brice and she had been at the stream. Had he been 
there, watching them? Her paleness changed to a red flush as 
she refused to answer him. 

“Katala take white one now,” he said, moving closer.. 

She backed away, her arms stretched out to ward him off. 
But he was the chief’s son, she reminded herself, and even 
Magda had said that he could take her if he wished. 

“Please do not take me away from Magda,” she pleaded as 
his hands encircled her wrists. 

He smiled crookedly. “Katala has talked with shaman. You 
bad medicine for Devlin. You belong with Katala!” 

“No, I don’t belong to anybody!” she cried out, feeling him 
draw her closer against his chest. His black eyes were looking 
down at her possessively. 

“You will come with Katala!” he ordered again and began 
to drag her toward his own lodge. 

Protesting, struggling to get free. Honor glanced at Tutalo’s 
lodge and her eyes locked with silvery blue ones that were re¬ 
garding her with an expression she couldn’t divine. Her eyes 
sent out a mute appeal, but the answering look was one of al¬ 
most brutal command. He was telling her to go with Katala, 
she thought. He didn’t care that another man was going to do 
to her what he had done only three nights ago. She wanted to 
weep and strike out at him, but, with an extraordinary effort, 
she was able to control herself and follow Katala to his lodge. 
She thought she saw relief in Devlin’s eyes. 

Inside Katala’s lodge, she looked around for sight of Li¬ 
anna or the boy. She remembered that Lianna, of course, 
would be with Tutalo assisting her in the birth and the boy 
was probably outside somewhere playing. She was completely 
alone with this Indian who was watching her grimly as 
though determined to overcome any resistance she might put 
up. 

“Magda will return,” she said, licking dry lips. “She will 
wonder—” 

“She will not wonder,” he said. 

“I—I cannot stay,” she cried, wringing her hands now, 
hardly prepared to give herself to this man as he so obviously 
expected. 

“You have fear of Katala?” His question was half-amused, 
half-serious. 
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“Yes—not” She shook her head at her own indecision. 
“Yes,” she admitted softly, then turned her eyes up swiftly as 
he came nearer. 

“Do not be afraid, white one. I have not hurt you.” 

“But you—you,” she blushed with embarrassment, “You 
will treat me without dignity.” 

He laughed. “Katala wants you in the way that any man 
would want such a woman for his own. I will not act cruelly 
toward you—I am only cruel to my enemies.” He had moved 
close enough to touch her and his words sounded somehow 
like a threat. 

“I am great warrior of the Comanche. When Appina dies, 
Katala will become next chief. There is honor in giving your¬ 
self to me, white one.” 

“What honor, when you will cast me aside soon enough so 
that another man of your village will come for me as you 
have come,” she protested. “You -talk of honor! My very 
name holds such promise, but already I have been dishonored 
by the man you call Devlin!” Her words were angry now and 
she stood up to gaze fiercely at him, “In my world, there is 
no honor without marriage!” 

“Marriage?” He considered for a moment. “If you prove 
worthy, you may be wife to me, little one.” He seemed 
pleased at the solution. 

“But you are already married,” she said. 

“Comanche chief allowed many wives,” he proclaimed. 

“No!” 

Her word hung between them for many minutes. They 
glared at each other, then Katala shrugged and regained his 
composure. 

“Katala goes now to talk with Appina. You will stay here, 
white one.” He left the lodge abruptly as though afraid to re¬ 
main longer with her. 

The whole experience had happened so quickly that Honor 
was not sure what was expected of her. She stepped outside 
and was flustered at seeing Devlin coming toward her. 

“Why are you here?” she demanded angrily, feeling as 
though he had deserted her earlier. 

She could feel his shrug. “I wanted to explain something to 
you, Honor. You must do as Katala says. He could have you 
tortured, branded and—” 

“He knows that you—that you—seduced me at the 
stream,” she said hurriedly, her eyes dancing away from his 
gaze. “Because of this, he thinks I am anyone’s property.” 
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She missed the fleeting look of regret hovering in his eyes. 
“Don’t be a fool, Honor. Katala will protect you from the 
other men of the village .. 

“I don’t want Katala’s protection,” she snapped back an¬ 
grily. “I only want to be gone from this place. When I think 
of what a silly fool I was with you—” 

His expression hardened and he regarded her insolently. “I 
almost forgot, you did give yourself to me for a price, didn’t 
you, Honor?” His words were cutting. “I seem to recall that 
in your ‘civilization’ as you called it, women that did such 
things were called whores.” 

“Oh! How can you? How can you dare to say such a thing 
when you know that I—” She stopped and collected her self- 
control. “Go away,” she said steadily. “Why did you come?” 

“Well, I’m left without a woman to keep me company 
tonight,” he said, deliberately intimating her availability. 

“Don’t look to me,” she returned haughtily. 

He laughed. “God, what I wouldn’t give to be able to 
throw you on your backside and show you what rape really 
is. You remind me of a girl I knew a long time ago in Savan¬ 
nah.” 

“Savannah? What a liar you are! You’ve never been east of 
this godforsaken country in your life!” she returned. 

He was silent, as though regretting his previous divulgence. 

“If you’re really from Savannah, how did you get out here, 
mixed up with these savages?” she pressed him. 

“Never mind, Honor. I think Katala will be back soon. I’d 
best leave you two alone.” 

“Don’t you care what might be happening to Tutalo?” she 
asked him sarcastically, not willing to let him leave without a 
parting shot. 

“Go inside,” he said, ignoring her question, “before I for¬ 
get that you’re Katala’s woman now.” 

She wanted to retort something suitably scathing, but could 
not think of anything quickly enough before he had slipped 
away. She sat down on the ground sulkily, waiting to hear 
news from Magda or Lianna. 

The hours dragged slowly by and still she did not hear a 
baby’s cry. The sun beat down as she stared at Tutalo’s lodge, 
willing the baby to be bom. Soon the sun had dipped below 
the horizon and twilight had settled on the village. She heard 
footsteps coming toward her and saw Katala watching her ex¬ 
pectantly. He caught her hand and pulled her up to bring her 
into his lodge. 
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Honor trembled at his touch, then drew away to stand 
beside the bed of animal skins. Please, she thought, please 
leave me alone. Please go away. 

But he was not going away. He was undressing quickly, 
signing for her to do the same. She would have protested, but 
she recalled Devlin’s warning to do as Katala wished or a 
worse fate might await her. Reluctantly she drew the doeskin 
over her head and sat down to cover herself with skins. 

Katala was beside her in a moment, pushing her down, 
positioning her without preamble. She bit her lip to keep 
back the cry as his turgid organ pushed through her flesh 
without tenderness. His hands, holding her arms above the el¬ 
bow, dug deeper as his pleasure increased. His long hair 
brushed her breasts, but he did not caress them with his fin¬ 
gers and so there was no moistness within her to lighten the 
pain. Despite her resolutions, she could not stop the single cry 
Siat escaped her. 

Outside, standing, smoking outside his own lodge, Brice 
Devlin heard her scream'and his white teeth ground down 
hard on the cheroot. 



The next morning, Honor awoke to terrible cramps in 
her belly and she rolled fitfully from Katala's arm to stand 
up on shaky legs. Immediately a trickle of blood dripped on 
the ground and she knew that her monthly time was upon 
her. Gazing down at Katala’s sleeping form, she was relieved 
when she saw Lianna enter the teepee. 

“Lianna?” She was not sure how to tell the other girl. 

Fortunately Lianna took in the situation at a glance and 
signaled Honor to dress in her shift and follow her. Honor 
was embarrassed, wondering what thoughts were going 
through the wife of the man she had just lain with. She 
hoped that Lianna did not hate her, but the expression on the 
woman’s face told her nothing. She was led to a lodge that 
stood a little distance away from the others in the village and 
she looked at Lianna questioningly. 

“Such things trouble men,” she explained quickly. “Our 
women stay in this lodge when the sickness troubles us until 
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we are well again.” She passed a weary hand over her fore¬ 
head and Honor could see the lines of strain around her eyes. 

“Tutalo’s birthing was not an easy one?” she inquired with 
sympathy. 

Lianna gazed at her for a moment until Honor grew 
uneasy. Then the Indian woman shivered and shook her 
head. “The malechild died,” she said flatly. 

“Oh—I’m sorry,” Honor murmured. “And Tutalo?” 

“She still lives, but she is not good. She—she cries out that 
evil spirits have taken her baby. The shaman points to you as 
bad omen.” 

Honor stifled a gasp of surprise. “He blames me for the 
baby’s death? But surely you cannot believe such a thing, Li¬ 
anna?” 

“Her baby died by the cord that brought him life in the 
womb. Tutalo has much grief. She believes what the shaman 
has said.” 

“But many babies must die like that. You cannot believe 
that my presence could cause such sadness.” 

“Many babies die, it is true, but you, white one, would 
have cause for Tutalo’s baby to die. You would hate the seed 
of Devlin to grow in her body. Your eyes follow him with 
desire. Our shaman thinks you have cast spell on him.” She 
glanced up with accusing eyes. “You cast spell on Katala.” 

“Oh, Lianna, I did not want to go with Katala, but I was 
afraid that if I did not, he would find another way to hurt 
me. I had no choice.” 

“I must go now, white one. You will stay here in this lodge 
and food will come to you. When your time is finished, I will 
bring you back to Katala. I must go now to Magda.” 

Magda! Honor shivered. When Lianna told her where 
Honor was, she would know that she had lied that night 
when she had met Brice at the stream. She would most cer¬ 
tainly damn her for what had happened! And, as an elder of 
the tribe, Magda had much influence. Visions of being tor¬ 
tured to death came to her mind and she doubled over in 
panic. 

She was a stranger, an outsider! The sound of tom-toms 
broke into her thoughts and she wondered, with alarm, what 
the commotion might mean. She did not find out until later 
in the evening, when Lianna returned with food as she had 
promised. 

“That is our shaman making noise to scare away the evil 
spirits that seek to take Tutalo’s life. Shaman calls for much 
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noise. He hangs dram over Tutalo’s head to drive away bad 
spirit.” 

When Honor expressed amazement at such primitive 
methods, Lianna shrugged. “You not know our ways, white 
one.” 

She laid out the meal and told her to eat, that she would 
be back in the morning. Honor ate listlessly, her nervousness 
making it impossible to enjoy the food. 

The morning brought her no comfort as she looked out of 
the lodge to see the long funeral procession for the infant 
filing from the village, past her teepee, to the burial grounds 
beyond the stream. All of the women of the village and most 
of the children walked in the procession, all wailing and tear¬ 
ing at their hair with frenzied movements to show their grief. 

Honor shrank back against the lodge as she saw Tutalo 
making her way in the file, the shrouded body of the infant 
held in her arms. The Indian looked with burning eyes at the 
white girl—eyes that burned with hatred as much as fever. 

Tutalo loked ghastly and Honor thought that at any mo¬ 
ment she would surely fall and never get up. How she had 
summoned the strength to walk to the burial grounds was a 
miracle. What had the shaman done to enable her to do this? 
Then, as Tutalo came nearer, she saw the shaman himself, his 
black eyes gazing at her with death in them. Honor shivered. 

“Oh, Evil One, you who have killed Tutalo’s only son,” 
spoke the shaman in a croaking voice, in English for Honor’s 
benefit. “Let the God of the Comanche bring down death to 
you. Let you never rest until vengeance has been done in the 
name of the son she bore.” The others added their own in¬ 
cantations in the Indian dialect and .Honor was forced back 
into the lodge, fearful that they would tear her to pieces. 

The procession wound on and Honor closed her ears to the 
sounds of the women’s fury and anguish. When some hours 
had passed, she ventured to look out again and once more, in 
the distance, she could hear the drums beginning again, the 
signal that Tutalo had returned to her lodge and was under¬ 
going the medicine chief’s “cure.” 

Restlessly, Honor waited in the lodge through four more 
days of worry and despair. Each day, Lianna would bring her 
food, but no more words passed between them and Honor 
knew that Lianna had decided to believe her shaman. 

When the fifth day had passed, Lianna came to take her 
back to Katala’s lodge and her expression was stony. Honor 
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did not dare to question her, although she was anxious to 
hear whether or not Tutalo still lived. 

“You wait for Katala.” The words were short. 

She did not have long to wait until Katala entered, sig¬ 
naling for Lianna to leave the lodge. After she had gone, Ka¬ 
tala sat, cross-legged, in front of Honor, studying her soberly 
as though searching for some mystical sign that would tell 
him if she was demon or not 

‘Tutalo has died.” 

“No!” The word broke from her lips before she could stop 
it and her hand flew to her throat as though imagining the 
knife he would use to slit it open. 

“You hold sorrow for her death?” he asked curiously. 

“I’m sorry she is dead—and her son also. I have no wish to 
see anyone die.” Her mind flew back to the wagon train, to 
Lee Ann’s drowning, the attack, Barbie’s loss. She had 
witnessed too much already, she thought. 

“You did not wish for her to die? You held no hatred for 
wife of man you carry desire for?” His words were filled with 
a jealous pride that struggled with his love for his blood 
brother. 

“No, I did not want her to die. As for the man, Devlin, I 
feel nothing for him but resentment that he—used me as he 
did. I have no desire for him.” 

Her eyes widened as he drew closer and his hand closed 
lightly about her neck. 

“You must tell the truth, white one. Already the council 
calls for your death. Many believe you are a demon, a witch 
sent to cause death among our people.” 

She shook her head, but stopped as his grip strengthened. 
“I am no witch, I had no desire to come to your village. It 
was you, Katala, who brought me here.” 

He started as she threw the subtle accusation at him. Then 
his frown deepened as he stood up, drawing her up with him. 
“Come, the council awaits you.” 

Trembling violently, she was shoved ahead of him toward 
the great lodge where his father, Appina, sat surrounded by 
others of his tribal council. The older man gazed steadily at 
his son, then at the white girl whose eyes mirrored her fear. 
He signaled for the council to begin. 

Honor sat slightly forward of Katala as the council mem¬ 
bers talked. The words were angry at times, calming at oth¬ 
ers, and she had no idea if she was close to death or 
acquittal. She had despaired of seeing Brice Devlin there, the 

83 



only man who would know with a surety of her innocence of 
witchcraft. She supposed that he had not been allowed to sit 
at the council. 

The hours dragged by and she began to slump until Ka- 
tala’s fingers jabbed her in the back, causing her to sit 
straight again. Erect, she eyed the members fearfully, seeing 
their eyes slide away from hers as she met their gaze. 

Finally, Appina barked an order and Magda appeared at 
the entrance to the lodge. She looked, first at Honor, then at 
Katala, and nodded, speaking slowly to the members. Appina 
issued an order and she brought out a buffalo horn filled with 
liquid. 

Katala poked her in the back once more. “You will drink.” 

“Why must I drink?” she asked warily, as Magda drew 
closer with the horn. 

“If you drink and nothing happens, you are no demon,” he 
answered. "But if you refuse to drink, or if liquid spews from 
your mouth, you are witch.” His eyes brooked no protests. 

Wondering what Magda had put in the horn. Honor took 
it gingerly and sniffed. God knew—would there be poison in 
it that would kill her? She looked up at the old woman and 
could see nothing in the sharp eyes that watched her so 
closely. She was, though, the mother of the woman whom she 
was to have cast the spell on—and she knew now that she 
must have lain with her daughter’s husband. She must hate 
her. 

Carefully, she raised the bowl to her lips and sipped it ex¬ 
perimentally. It was slightly bitter and with one quick breath 
she downed the contents, forcing herself not to gag. 

The council members watched her as the minutes went by. 
A slight nausea made Honor fasten her eyes on the opposite 
side of the lodge. She could feel beads of perspiration break¬ 
ing out on her face and a distinct burning deep in her throat. 
There was no doubt that Magda had added some sort of pep¬ 
per to the brew. With all her willpower, she forced herself 
not to vomit the noxious stuff, realizing that her life depend¬ 
ed on it. 

Finally, after eyeing her keenly, Magda let out a derisive 
snort and left the lodge. Appina clapped his hands, drawing 
Honor’s attention, then signaled for her to stand. She obeyed, 
feeling the dizziness reach up to engulf her. Behind her, she 
could sense that Katala had stood also and let herself sway 
slightly against him in order to remain on her feet 
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“Do you wish to keep this white woman, my son?” Appina 
spoke in English. 

Katala nodded. “She is no witch, my father. She has 
pleased me much and will produce many sons.” 

“Lianna?” 

“Lianna bears no more children since my son. This white 
one will be second wife to Katala.” 

Honor was only half-listening, her mind whirling slowly in 
a widening vortex that threatened to burst through her skull. 
She knew, with a terrible certainty, that she was going to 
retch. But she closed her mouth stubbornly and refused to 
give in to her weakness. 

With relief, she realized that Katala was ushering her out 
the bearskin flap, that she was in the cool of the night. It 
helped to revive her somewhat, enough to turn to Katala and 
ask humbly to go to the river to wash. 

Pleased at her servile attitude, he allowed her to leave him 
with the promise that she would not be long. He went back 
to his father’s lodge, leaving Honor to run as fast as she 
could to the stream’s edge and promptly throw up the contents 
of the buffalo horn behind a willow tree where the dirt was 
damp enough to cover the evidence of her “witchcraft.” 

She was still shaking from the ordeal and plunged her face 
into the cool waters of the stream, rinsing her mouth out and 
patting water on her hot forehead. She wished that she could 
stay here in this secluded place all night—and the thought 
made her think of Brice Devlin. Determined to put him out 
of her mind, she concentrated on the words Appina and his 
son had spoken tonight and they registered now with infinite 
bitterness. She did not want to be the wife of an Indian chief, 
nor did she have any wish to bear his children. She shud¬ 
dered, remembering Tutalo’s fate as an Indian mother. 

Honor sighed deeply and thought of Don Esteban, wonder¬ 
ing if he knew yet of her disappearance, if the news of the 
wagon train’s fate had reached him yet. Would he think her 
dead with the others? Or would he wonder if she had been 
captured? Better that he would think her killed than to have 
come to this end, she thought morosely. 

“So—they didn’t kill you? I’m glad.” The mocking voice 
could have only one owner and Honor tensed as she felt him 
draw near to her. 

“You—glad? I didn’t think I mattered to you,” she said 
edgily, still toying with a blade of grass, desperately trying to 
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push the thought of them together near this very spot from 
her mind. 

He laughed. “I knew you weren’t a witch, Honor. Tutalo 
was sick with fever and the shaman’s insinuations.” 

“You don’t seem to mourn her,” she put in, attempting to 
turn the talk away from anything more intimate. 

He brushed her words impatiently aside. “That has nothing 
to do with you. Tutalo was a pretty little thing and would 
have made a good wife and mother. She—” He stopped 
abruptly as though loath to talk with her so personally. 

“I am sorry that she is dead.” 

“Don’t bother to express your condolences,” he said, 
switching back so smoothly to his old arrogance that she 
might have imagined his softening. Then with a wicked grin, 
he moved closer to her so that he had caught both of her 
wrists in his hands before she could run away. “Missed me?” 

She drew back like a jumpy mare. "Missed you! No, not at 
all, Brice Devlin. You see, Katala has filled in very nicely 
and—” 

He shook her, not too hard. “Don’t talk like a whore. 
Honor,” he said softly. 

It was her turn to laugh. “Why, that is exactly what I am 
in your eyes, isn’t it—that is, until Katala can make arrange¬ 
ments to marry me.” She ended on a forlorn note. 

He seemed surprised. “Marry you!” He was silent for a 
moment, then went on, “Hell, I must say you have landed on 
your feet. Most white girls would have had the delicacy not 
to have survived the first man’s attack on your sensibilities, 
much less have consented to marry the future chief of the vil¬ 
lage! There’s something about you, Honor...” 

He stopped and drew her closer. Honor watched him war¬ 
ily, unable to read his expression, thoughts of that other time 
running through her mind. She had wanted him to make love 
to her, she admitted. She had been fascinated by his strength, 
his arrogance, his sure masculine air. She had been like a 
starry-eyed child, willing to do anything to gain his attention. 
She had told him she loved him. At the thought she stiffened, 
feeling him probe between their clothing. She craned her 
neck back to avoid his mouth as it came closer. 

Just as he was about to capture her lips, they both heard 
the sound of footsteps. Devlin released her and turned to peer 
into the darkness, his body alerting him to possible danger. 

“My brother.” It was Katala, and Brice cursed himself for 
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letting his senses trap him into desiring the girl yet again. Stu¬ 
pid of him! 

“Yes, Katala, it is I,” he answered steadily, knowing that 
showing fear would only increase his guilt. 

“Ah, Devlin, I was not sure. The white one—she is with 
you?” The question was unnecessary and they both knew it. 

“Yes, my brother, she is here.” 

There was a long silence and then Katala strode nearer. 
“You would dishonor me, Devlin, because of the woman?” 

Brice shrugged. “I do not know why you speak of dis¬ 
honor, my brother. Is she not destined to be village property? 
I have only exercised my rights as a member of the tribe. 
This woman is to be—” 

“She is to be second wife to Katala.” 

Brice tensed. He damned himself for a fool, sniffing 
around the girl like a stray around a bitch in heat. Damn! 

“You will stay away from her, Devlin, or there will be sor¬ 
row between us,” Katala continued softly. 

He moved to close his hand around the girl’s wrist. Honor 
felt him tug at her, would have resisted, but her strength was 
nothing in comparison to the Indian’s. 

As Katala pulled her back, away from the stream, she 
turned her head to see Brice Devlin unconcernedly lighting a 
cheroot. By the glow of the light, she could see his hard, lean 
face, no more sorry over losing her than over losing his In¬ 
dian wife, Tutalo. 

He has no soul, she thought despairingly, then hardened 
her heart against him. She’d be damned before she’d soften 
toward him. He was a rogue, an outlaw, and heartless in his 
dealings with women. Good riddance to him! But her mind 
kept going back, maddeningly, to that night when he had 
made her a woman. 

She had no time to dwell for long on Brice Devlin, though, 
for Katala was pulling her along to his lodge, where he 
pushed her quickly inside, ordering her to undress as though 
he wanted to lay claim to her without further delays. 

Honor’s pent-up emotions burst through her defenses and 
she glared at the Indian. “I will not disrobe for you or any 
other man! I’ve no wish to be your whore!” 

Katala’s brows flew up. He was still smarting from the 
subtle insult to his manhood from his blood brother’s easy 
handling of this woman destined to be his wife. Now, to have 
that woman defy him angered him greatly. 
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“You await Katala’s pleasure, white one!” he growled, his 
eyes threatening. 

Honor was aware of Lianna, in the shadows of the lodge, 
probably listening avidly to the conversation between her hus¬ 
band and the unwanted white girl. 

“Take off dress!” 

“I will not!” she hissed back defiantly. 

Disgusted, Katala punched her in the stomach so that she 
doubled over and fell on her back to the ground. She lay 
there, catching her breath, when she felt the blade of his 
hunting knife, cutting through the material of her shift. In 
short order, she was naked, but still glaring defiance at him. 

“It is as it was on trail,” Katala said angrily. “White one 
defies me!” He shook his head. “But Katala will let no 
woman disobey his command!” 

So saying, he hurled himself on top of her, flattening her 
body to the earth. Grunting with his efforts, he pried her 
tensed legs apart with ungentle hands. With no feeling for her 
still delicate condition, he thrust his hand between her legs 
and explored her roughly, causing Honor to groan. Not to be 
treated such, she arched her neck and bit the hand that held 
her down. Katala cried out angrily. 

“You lay for Katala before,” he said through gritted teeth, 
trying to hold onto her wriggling arms. 

“I have no more wish to be used if I am going to be your 
wife,” she returned. Heedless of the consequences, she contin¬ 
ued, “I will not bear you sons if you force me. I swear I shall 
kill myself before being so dishonored.” 

Katala reeled back. He stared at her incredulously and 
then, finally, a shamed look crossed his features. “You speak 
truly as one of our people,” he admitted, his voice tinged 
with pride. “You have honor as even your name bespeaks. If 
you are to be my wife, I shall not touch you until you come 
to me after wedding.” 

He knelt between her legs and looked into her face. “You 
are, indeed, fit to be wife of greatest chief of Comanche,” he 
said softly. His hard callused hand reached down to brush the 
hair from her face. “Hair of the desert sun, eyes of the 
mountain forest—you will be my wife before the new moon 
has passed.” 

Lightly, he got to his feet, then reached down to cover her 
nakedness with a deerskin. Amazed and a little worried at her 
easy success. Honor watched him tread to his own couch, 
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where he called in the darkness for Lianna. A wave of revul¬ 
sion swept over her at his perfidy and she turned on her side 
to try to hide from the sounds of their copulation. 


thirteen 


Honor sat with her legs folded beneath her as she stirred 
the contents of the cooking pot slowly. She was aware that 
Lianna had her do the most mundane and dreary tasks of the 
Indian household because of this new development in the 
relationship between her husband and this white girl. Lianna 
resented deeply the fact that Katala would be taking another 
wife, although it was not considered odd for Comanche males 
to have three or four wives, and Comanche chiefs three times 
that number. 

Of course, Lianna would still be his number-one wife with 
all the privileges and duties that the title required, but she 
had a hopeless feeling that Honor would prove strong and 
fruitful, while she herself suspected that perhaps she might 
not bear Katala another child. She had been many times to 
Magda’s lodge in order to receive small packets of fertility 
charms. 

The conversation that now passed between the two women 
was short and only when necessary. Aquita, too, had sensed 
his mother’s deep dislike of this “foreign” usurper and be¬ 
haved accordingly, throwing ashes in Honor’s cookpot, leav¬ 
ing his arrows in places where she would prick herself, and 
even, one night, placing a slimy water snake beneath her 
deerskin blanket, nearly sending her through the top of the 
teepee. The two antagonists looked upon one another with 
mutual dislike, but Honor had little recourse against a boy of 
five who was his father’s only son. 

So life was not altogether blissful for Honor, although she 
was at least spared the further advances of Katala—at least 
for the time being. She stopped her stirring to consider. Only 
a week before the next full moon, she thought, and then she 
would be married to Katala in the Indian tradition. And with 
marriage came an open invitation to her bed—and probably 
children thereafter. 

She hated to admit it, even to herself, but she missed Brice 
Devlin. At least he was of her own people and, if he had 
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really been telling the truth about being from Savannah, they 
could have shared memories—but no—he would never have 
wanted to share memories with her, she reproached herself. 
Still, he had supplied a break from the monotony of the life 
of the village. 

She had been surprised to find out that he had left two 
days after she had been acquitted of the witchcraft suspicion. 
Lianna had informed her that he had gone without the usual 
blessings and good wishes of Katala although Appina had vis¬ 
ited with him in the great lodge the night before. She had 
hinted that Devlin might not wish to come back to Katala’s 
village, especially when he took his place as chief. 

“Because of your she had hissed venomously. “Magda was 
right—you have brought much sorrow to our friend, Devlin. 
He is well to be rid of you. If only Katala would see your 
true evil!” 

“I would gladly leave today,” Honor had retorted. “Just 
give me a way to escape and you can have your husband all 
to yourself!” 

Lianna had snorted derisively and walked away, leaving 
Honor exasperated that she would not bite at the bait she had 
held out. 

Stirring harder now, she suddenly felt a sharp pain in her 
shoulder and turned around quickly to see Aquita dart be¬ 
hind the lodge. He and three or four other boys could still be 
heard laughing and whispering, but she was too tired to shout 
at him today. She picked up the sharpened rock he had 
thrown at her and hurled it in front of her. 

“White one has anger in her yet again?” 

Honor looked up as Magda walked over toward her. She 
didn’t answer, but watched the old woman warily. 

“You are unhappy. You have no wish to be wife of Ka¬ 
tala. You want to run away from here—run after Devlin!” 

Honor laughed scornfully. “He is to me as is Katala, tooth¬ 
less one.” 

The old woman laughed wisely. “Ah, Magda sees many 
things that you cannot, white one. But no matter, you should 
not be here. You do not belong.” 

Honor waited, wondering what the woman was getting at 
Was this one of her visionary ramblings? Or was she ready to 
offer a means of escape? 

“Lianna—she is unhappy too; and Katala—who knows the 
workings of men’s minds? If you were gone, he would not 
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sorrow long.” She shook her head. “Such things should not 
be.” 

Honor had decided that the woman was just talking as 
usual and brushed her hands over her face to shoo an annoy¬ 
ing fly. “Go away, old woman. I have things to do and can¬ 
not sit here listening to your ramblings.” 

Once more that eerie cackle that made Honor wonder if 
Magda had ever been accused of witchcraft. “Do not tell me 
to go away, white girl, or you will never leave this place.” 
She winked with a conspirator’s look. “You will do as Magda 
says and I will help you to your heart’s desire.” 

Honor glanced up sharply. “My heart’s desire is to escape 
this place, old woman. If you can help me, I will gladly do 
whatever you ask.” 

Magda sighed deeply. “If only you could give me your 
smooth, fresh skin, your clear eyes and your young body— 
but no, Magda has no use for such. Her power is too great 
for such worldly things. Listen to me, white one. Come to my 
lodge tonight after Katala is asleep and I will talk with you.” 

“But how will I be able to—” 

“Tonight, white one, or the spirits will no longer be with 
me.” 

She tottered off, leaving Honor with a feeling of rising ex¬ 
citement. Could the old woman be speaking the truth? Or 
was she leading her into some sort of trap? And how could 
she possibly get past Katala at night? He tied the bearskin 
flap securely, and even should she be able to untie it in total 
darkness, there was still the probability that Katala would 
catch her. How could she fool him—or Lianna, unless the 
woman was Magda’s cohort in this plan? 

Honor gnawed her lips nervously and almost jumped when 
Katala laid a warm hand on her shoulder a few minutes 
later. 

“The stew is ready?” he asked, allowing his hand to move 
slowly up to her neck to rub the skin with a caressing move¬ 
ment. 

Honor swallowed. “Yes. You are ready to eat?” 

She had not turned her head up and his hand came around 
to force her to look at him. “I am ready, Honor.” His dark 
eyes branded her with his desire and Honor wondered how 
the old woman could be sure that he would not come after 
her should she try to escape. 

Without speaking, she nodded and retrieved the pot from 
the fire to bring it inside the lodge. She was about to pour the 

91 



contents into bowls when Lianna came up, her face looking 
flushed with irritation, and swiped the bowls away from her. 

“I will fill my husband’s bowl,” she said between her teeth. 

Honor glared back at her, but had no recourse but to wait 
until she was finished before filling her own bowl. She sat 
down and quietly began to eat, keeping her eyes on her food. 

“We have had a great council, Lianna,” Katala said after 
eating. He had relaxed with an aromatic-smelling pipe and 
Honor wondered at the resemblance to a “civilized” gentle¬ 
man having his port and cigars after a meal. “We shall leave 
tomorrow for the great summer hunt. Our scouts have sighted 
many buffalo three days’ ride from here. We shall hunt and 
then make ready to move on to our winter camp. We must 
leave tomorrow before buffalo use up grazing and leave for 
greener grass.” He stopped and looked at Honor, who was lis¬ 
tening with a constricted heart. “You will learn many things, 
Honor. How to be useful and be good wife to Comanche. Li¬ 
anna will teach you.” He looked at his wife, who dutifully 
nodded. 

Honor very much doubted that she would receive any 
overt assistance from Lianna, but kept silent. Three days’ 
ride! But in which direction? Would it be even farther into 
the desert, or north toward the mountains? Her hopes of es¬ 
caping fled from her mind. They were leaving tomorrow. 
There would be no time in which to escape. 

But perhaps Magda might have a plan in which Honor 
could slip away during the trek to the buffalo grazing 
grounds. If it were possible to leave the teepee tonight to con¬ 
sult with the old woman, Honor resolved to go. She looked 
up from her thoughts to find Lianna’s eyes on her with a 
steady resolve that matched her owru 

Honor had listened painfully to the sounds of fierce copu¬ 
lation between Katala and Lianna, wishing she could close 
her ears, but needing to find out when they slept. After no 
noise had come from their communal bed for some minutes, 
she raised 'her head to try to peer through the darkess. 

She held her breath as a silhouette appeared inside the 
teepee, lit against the skin by the outside light of the moon. 
She relaxed upon perceiving the slender figure of Lianna, but 
kept silent as she watched the Indian woman go to the bear¬ 
skin and deftly untie the flap with quick fingers. Was she ac¬ 
tually aiding her? 
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There was no doubt when Lianna came to her bed and 
placed a finger to her lips. 

“You must dress quickly and go to lodge of Magda.” 

“But Katala—?” , 

“He will not awaken for many hours,” Lianna affirmed. 
“But there is still need for quickness. Go!” 

Honor scrambled into her doeskin shift and soft moccasin 
boots that reached up to her knees. Her hair was already 
braided in a thick tail and would not impede her need for 
silence and speed. She started to say something to the 
woman, but Lianna had already returned to slip beside her 
husband, who mysteriously had not even shifted beneath the 
covers. Honor wondered if Lianna could possibly have at¬ 
tained some special herb from Magda to induce a deep sleep. 
If she'had, Honor would be forever grateful, unless the es¬ 
cape attempt proved futile. Then, she was certain, Lianna 
would never help her again at the risk of her husband’s 
wrath. 

She hurried outside the teepee, where all was silent except 
for an occasional dog’s howl. The moon and stars were ob¬ 
scured by a thin blanket of clouds that hung low over the 
earth and served Honor’s furtive purpose well. It took her 
only a few moments to reach Magda’s lodge, where she 
found the flap open to her. 

“Come in, white one. I have been waiting.” The thin smile 
that stretched the old woman’s lips could hardly be called 
welcoming. 

“I have come to learn how to escape,” Honor reminded 
her. “Katala sleeps now, but—” 

“Yes, I should know how well and truly he sleeps,” the 
woman cackled, confirming Honor’s previous suspicion. “But 
he no longer concerns you, white one.” 

She r umm aged in an old skin bag and threw some sort of 
dust on her fire. The flames danced with a blue sheen for a 
moment, and she cackled gleefully again. Once more she 
threw something on the low blaze, murmuring an incantation. 
Her eyes closed as though in a trance and Honor waited im¬ 
patiently. 

“You must escape our village, white one,” Magda said af¬ 
ter some minutes. “The gods wish for you to be gone from 
here or you will hinder our buffalo hunt with your bad spir¬ 
its. I must help you to escape.” 

Honor leaned forward eagerly, but a little afraid of this 
woman, recalling that it had been her own daughter who had 
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accused her of witchcraft. “Yes, I will do what you wish of 
me. But you know that tomorrow the village is moving to the 
pastures of the buffalo herds. Katala said that you must leave 
tomorrow—” 

“Silence, white one. Magda knows of this. It is thus every 
year. But you”—and her craggy face grew even more 
shifty—“you will not be going, white one. You will be on 
your journey and leave our good spirits smiling at us. Katala 
will not find you in the morning.” 

Honor touched her throat. “You mean I must leave— 
tonight!” 

“Yes, yes. You will leave tonight—now!” 

Honor drew back from Magda’s glittering eyes. “But how 
can I leave? I have no food, no—” 

Magda smiled. “I have wrapped food for you—enough for 
three days and water for five days. There is a pony outside 
my lodge. He is yours.” 

“Food for three days, but I don’t even know where to go. 
Which direction shall I take?” 

Magda shrugged. “Your own spirits must guide you. You 
must leave now.” 

“But what will you say to Katala to keep him from follow¬ 
ing me?” 

Magda stood up imperiously and led her outside the lodge 
to where the pony awaited her, shying nervously at his tether. 
Honor soon realized the reason for his skittishness as the car¬ 
cass of a dead wolf appeared almost beneath her feet. She 
shrank back, startled. 

“This is what I will tell Katala, white one. That you were 
the evil spirit of this she-wolf and that you were snared in 
one of my traps. You have died and that is a good sign for 
the buffalo hunt. His heart will be at peace then.” 

Honor did not care to dwell on such an outrageous lie, but 
she had to admit that, at least, the Indians would be supersti¬ 
tious enough to believe the old witch. And that suited her 
plans perfectly. 

“I must thank you, Magda, for*all that you’ve done—” 

“I do not want your thanks, white girl. I only want you to 
be gone.” 

The woman’s face was as hard as stone as she looked upon 
the girl. Honor bowed her head in acknowledgment and hur¬ 
ried to mount the pony. Magda untied him and Honor dug 
her heels into his flanks. The pony skittered away, only too 
glad to be gone from the unsettling smell of wolf. Honor 
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leaned over the horse’s neck and almost laughed aloud at the 
exhilarating freedom of the breeze brushing past her face. 
She was free! Free of the Indians! 

“Thank you, Magda!” she called aloud to the quiet plains, 
the lowering clouds and the flying pony. 


fourteen 


Honor had decided to follow a course that led her, 
roughly, in a southwesterly direction, remembering that the 
wagon master had talked of following that route to Santa Fe 
with the wagon train. Because of her ignorance of navigation, 
she had to travel by day, not knowing the direction of the 
stars at night. This caused her water supply to dwindle rap¬ 
idly and her horse to tire more quickly. 

By the end of the second day, there was less water left 
than Magda had foretold, and although she had eaten only 
sparingly of the food, there seemed hardly enough left for an¬ 
other meal. She began to wonder if Magda had devised the 
scheme merely to get rid of her—to send her to her death in 
the hot desert lands of the south. At least she was certain that 
the Indians would not be coming this way because she had 
seen no sign of buffalo, nor of any animal life for that mat¬ 
ter. Only the lonely yipping of the coyote at night disturbed 
her sleep. 

She had no idea if she would one day ride right into an 
encampment of the dreaded Apaches or come to an impass¬ 
able river or range of mountains. All she could do was ride 
wearily onward during the heat of the day, using the sun as a 
fiery guide to wind her way through the ever expanding 
sandy desert. She wondered, despairingly, if she might con¬ 
tinue riding too far south and find herself in Mexico, a 
prisoner of that land that was hostile to the United States af¬ 
ter the recent war. If she got that far, she thought dully. 

She rested fitfully on the second night and arose the morn¬ 
ing of the third day with a heavy heart, barely making the ef¬ 
fort to chew the food she forced into her body. She drank 
sparingly, cupped some water in her hands for the pony and 
mounted after securing the thin blanket Magda had provided 
for her sleep. She felt miserable. Her face was sunburned and 
her thighs ached from riding the pony for long hours. She 
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licked her cracked lips and brushed pieces of hair from her 
face. Gently, she kneed the pony forward, feeling already the 
promise of another blistering hot day. The pony, sensing her 
lack of enthusiasm, plodded on, slowing their progress toward 
the range of mountains that she had seen, wavering in the far 
distance. She knew, with a sinking heart, that they must make 
some sort of watering hole soon or the sun would beat her— 
fry her to a crisp, or suck all the moisture from her perspir¬ 
ing body. 

She was riding through a flat land of desert, shifting sands 
and little vegetation, a land cut here and there by jagged 
formations of rock whose shadow left little help in the way of 
coolness. It was as though a vast wasteland had suddenly 
taken over after she had left the green pines of the Indian vil¬ 
lage. God, how could a country change so drastically from 
one mile to the next, she wondered. What kind of place was 
this? 

She plodded on, leaning on the horse’s neck, keeping an 
eye on the direction of the sun’s passing so that she would 
not swerve from her appointed direction. Suddenly the pony 
shied violently, nearly unseating her, and she was jerked for¬ 
ward. At the same moment, she heard the weird sound of 
rattles being shaken close by. 

Horrified, she looked down, away to the side, and saw the 
biggest snake she had ever seen, staring back at her, its head 
uncoiled from its body and its tail emitting the curious 
sounds. She thought she remembered the trail scouts warning 
everyone about this type of snake—a rattler, he had called it 
appropriately enough. Its venom was deadly and Honor 
thanked the pony’s quick reflexes. If it had been bitten, she 
couldn’t have lasted a day in the treacherous desert. 

She urged the horse forward, glancing backward to see the 
snake, no longer threatened, slithering slowly away. She 
couldn’t help trembling. 

The day wore on and her spirits sank deeper as the moun¬ 
tains seemed to continue to dance away from her weary gaze. 
Would she ever reach them? How could she continue without 
food, or water? She wished she could cry, but her body was 
so devoid of moisture that no tears trickled down her dusty 
cheeks. Would it have been better, she wondered, if she had 
remained with the Indians and taken her chances on escaping 
on her own—without Magda’s help? 

Well, it was certainly too late to change her mind about 
that, she reminded herself abruptly. There was nothing she 
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could do but keep on, hoping that in this hot desert prairie 
there would be no roving band of Apaches to capture her. 

She was grateful for the end of the day and decided to 
make camp within the dubious shade of a small formation of 
rocks and boulders. She slipped from the tired pony and 
patted him absently on his neck, then offered him water from 
her cupped hands. She tethered him to a tuft of tough 
mesquite and turned to lay her blanket on the sandy soil. A 
scorpion scuttled away, but she was too weary to be 
frightened of it. 

Carefully she removed the moccasin boots and massaged 
her dry, hot feet. Her tongue felt her cracked lips experimen¬ 
tally and she didn’t even bother to rebraid her hair. She 
looked and felt miserable. Hopelessly she sipped a little water 
and then sat on the blanket watching the sun recede behind 
the shadow of the far mountains. Tomorrow, she knew she 
must do all of this over again and the thought caused her 
shoulders to sag even more. 

She lay down on the blanket and turned on her side, 
watching the pony for a time before her eyelids grew too 
heavy for her to remain awake. She fell asleep. 

She was dreaming of the rattlesnake, tossing fitfully, when 
a big hand suddenly descended on her head, catching her by 
the braid to pull her up. She came awake groggily, her eyes 
taking a moment to become used to the semidarkness. Her 
breath caught in her throat when she focused on the broad, 
flat face of an Apache warrior. He leered crazily at her and 
when she started to scream, he jerked her by her braid, mak¬ 
ing her feel as though her scalp would crack off from her 
skull. 

His voice made guttural sounds in the dark and another 
Apache came to stand beside him, staring down at her with 
curiosity mixed with a merciless glee. 

Honor tried to find her voice. She wet her lips and sum¬ 
moned some halting words in the Comanche language. “What 
do you want with me?” 

The Apache snorted derisively and said something to his 
companion. He looked back at her narrowly. His words came 
thick and contemptuously and she caught very little that 
made sense. That he was a warrior* was obvious. He seemed 
to be some sort of scout. At any rate, she did gather that he 
and his companion were on their way back to the main vil¬ 
lage or camp and that they were alone. 

She knew that there was a bitter hatred between Comanche 
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and Apache and knew that she had been automatically placed 
in the enemy camp when she had spoken in Comanche. She 
knew, too, that there was nothing she could do if these two 
decided to rape or kill her. She remembered the torture of a 
girl after the wagon train attack and felt an icy fear in her 
spine that seemed incongruous in the sweltering heat. # 

With a quick glance to the east, she discerned a pinkening 
in the sky and knew that dawn would be coming soon. Her 
attention was diverted back to the Indians when she was 
pulled to her feet, still held by her hair. 

The two Apaches talked in a joking conversation for a few 
more minutes. The one who was not holding her pointed first 
to the pony and then to the sack of food and the jug of 
water. He babbled quickly to his comrade and picked up the 
food to rummage through what was left. 

Honor cried out involuntarily as he spilled it contemptu¬ 
ously on the ground. She made a move forward to retrieve it 
from the sand, but was jerked back by her braided hair. She 
cried out angrily and swiped at her tormentor, heedless of her 
folly. With incredible speed, she felt the blade of a knife 
pressed to her throat beneath her ear and she squeezed her 
eyes shut in terror. 

The Apache screeched something at her and took the knife 
away, shaking her derisively. His companion proceeded to 
take the water container and pour the remaining water after 
the food. Honor, who had opened her eyes, watched him with 
mingled hopelessness and hatred, swallowing convulsively at 
the irretrievable waste. She knew now that they were simply 
playing with her, mentally torturing her, but there was noth¬ 
ing she could do to stop them. She wondered if they had de¬ 
cided yet whether to kill her now or leave her without food 
or water to enjoy a slow death under the sun. 

She found out quickly enough that they were not done 
with her yet. The one who was holding her placed his knife 
at the neck of her dress in back and split open the material to 
her waist. He did the same to the front of her shift while the 
other Indian watched with a menacing grin on his face. The 
two of them pulled the two halves from her arms and slashed 
at the material crazily with their knives. At first, Honor had 
thought they meant to sexually attack her and she had 
crossed her arms over her naked breasts, but as they contin¬ 
ued only to shred the top of her garment she wondered what 
they were trying to do. 

When they were finished, the first Indian grunted some- 
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thing to which the other laughed foolishly, then reached to 
pry her arms away from her breasts in order to fondle them 
roughly. Honor struck out at him and succeeded in scatching 
his cheek with one of her fingernails. He immediately drew 
his knife to plunge into her breast, but his companion inter¬ 
vened, said something in a deliberate tone, and the Indian put 
his knife away, still glowering at the white girl with 
unconcealed hatred. 

The two of them backed away from her, taking her blanket 
from the ground and throwing it over the back of the pony. 
They led the pony away to where she could now see their 
own mounts tethered a little ways off. They clambered swiftly 
to their own steeds and, leading her pony, rode away at a 
steady pace. 

Honor watched them go with some amazement, wondering 
that they had not killed her outright. She looked down at her 
half-nudity and shook her head, feeling lucky they had not 
raped her, but not knowing why they had chosen to rip the 
top of her dress to shreds. 

She found out soon enough as she began walking in a 
steady direction toward the far-off mountains and the sun 
climbed higher in the sky. The strong, hot rays of the mer¬ 
ciless white orb stroked her pale skin with the gentleness of a 
raging cat. Before noon, she could feel her skin turning hot 
on her back. Soon it would begin to blister and by night¬ 
fall—if she made it that far—her back would be a mass of 
ugly red bums. But she could not protect it, for she must 
hunch over to shield the even more tender skin of her breasts. 

A raging thirst began to overtake her soon after midday 
and this coupled with the heat of the sun on her skin, made 
her think she would go crazy if she didn’t find some shade. 
An idea suddenly hit her and she reached down to the waist 
of the Indian shift, pulling it up, squirming her shoulders into 
it, crying out as it seemed to scrape her sore back. The skirt 
was long enough to afford her some protection still, at least 
to her mid-thighs, and at least now she had covered the upper 
portion of her body. It was difficult to walk, though, with her 
arms confined to one position inside the dress. 

“Hi-eeeee!” 

She turned her head in alarm and saw the two Indians 
bearing down on her at full speed with their lances raised. 
They must have been trailing her through the morning and 
had been angered that she had found a solution of sorts to 

99 



the problem of sunburn. She tried to run, but was greatly 
impeded by the lack of movement from her arms. 

With horrifying quickness, the Indians were upon her. 
Only the fact that she stumbled and fell in the sand saved her 
from the lance thrown by the younger of the two warriors. 
His lance quivered in the ground barely two inches from her 
face. 

Gasping, spitting sand from her face, she looked up to see 
the other Indian, sitting his horse, his lance raised to hurl into 
her prostrate form. She cringed, but could not close her eyes 
from the awesome moment of death. She gazed up at him, 
hearing nothing but the steady, fierce pounding of her own 
heart. 

Suddenly it seemed as though the Indian wavered, his arm 
frozen as it swung upward. His dark eyes widened and a gout 
of blood spewed from his opening mouth. Without a sound, 
he fell forward onto his pony’s neck and then slid to the 
ground. 

His companion had turned around, seen his partner fall 
and let out a scream of hatred and revenge. He struck his 
horse savagely and pulled it up in front of the terrified girl. 
Springing with fierce agility, he pulled his knife and ripped 
the dress free from her body. 

At the freedom Honor crawled away from him, rolling to 
her side and moving in striking resemblance to the scorpion 
who had scuttled away from her in fear the day before. The 
Indian grabbed her ankle and pulled her toward him, despite 
her repeated kicking and flailing of her limbs. 

Honor could see the grinning, painted face looking down 
at her without mercy or lust—only an intense desire to maim 
and kill. She screamed as the Indian raised his arm to use his 
knife on her, rolling a little so that the blade scraped her 
shoulder. The pain was searing and for a moment, she was 
afraid she would faint. 

From somewhere she managed to remain conscious and 
gather the strength to gain her feet and try to run. The In¬ 
dian leaped up to catch her and, at the same instant, a shot 
rang out close by. The warrior crumpled in midair and came 
down limply, his hand dropping the knife he would have used 
to plunge into her body. 

Breathing heavily, Honor looked around quickly to see if 
the man who had pulled the trigger was friend or foe. Dear 
Lord* could it be Katala? Could he have possibly trailed her 
this far? 
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Honor picked out the figure of a man on a horse rising eer¬ 
ily over a sand knoll in the distance, the heat shimmer 
causing him to seem to dance waterily in front of her eyes. 
He seemed to be alone and she struggled to get to her feet 
before he rode up to her. 

As he drew closer, she sucked in her breath. The shadow 
of his hat shaded his face from her vision, but she knew that 
broad-shouldered, lean-waisted scoundrel before he even 
called to her and her heart constricted with a strange mixture 
of gratitude, elation and suspicion. He rode up next to her 
and leaned down from his horse, looking her over at his lei¬ 
sure, it seemed. A mocking grin curled the comers of his 
mouth and he nodded with a disdainful courtesy. 

“Afternoon, ma’am,” he drawled lazily, pushing his hat 
back on his head. 

“Brice Devlin! I hate to admit it, but I’ve never been so 
glad to see anyone in my whole life!” she breathed, feeling an 
overwhelming need to crumple at his feet. 

“I’m flattered, honey,” he said, still grinning, letting those 
silver-blue eyes appraise her worth. “It seems you’ve gotten 
yourself into some trouble.” 

“I—I would have been all right if it hadn’t been for those 
Apaches coming up on me in the night. I’ve been riding for 
almost three days and—” 

“You escaped from Katala?” he questioned curiously. 

“Magda helped me. She said I was—bad medicine for the 
tribe, that she would give me food and water and a pony. 
The tribe was leaving for the buffalo hunt.” 

He nodded and the look in his eyes deepened as they swept 
over her again. “It doesn’t seem as though she equipped you 
very well for the journey.” His indirect mention of her na¬ 
kedness made her blush even under the sunburn and she 
swallowed hard to nerve herself to look him in the face. 

“The Apaches ripped my clothes and took my food and 
water. My pony—” 

“They’ve probably killed it since it came from their hated 
enemy, the Comanche. They would have known that from its 
markings. I suppose they thought you were connected with 
the Comanche too and decided to have a little fun disposing 
of you.” He whistled sharply as she turned a little to shield 
her breasts from his disquieting gaze. “What happened to 
your back?” 

“I’ve been walking since morning without anything to 
cover it. The sun—” She stopped and shrugged her shoulders. 
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Why was she standing here talking to him when any moment 
more Apaches could swarm down on them? Where there 
were two, there could be more. 

He had slid from his horse and was pulling off his shirt 
She cringed as he handed it to her. He smiled with amuse¬ 
ment. 

“Afraid to touch it, ma’am? You never know, do you, 
something might rub off on you.” 

His sarcasm spurred her temper. She swiped the proffered 
garment from him and hurriedly slipped it on, relieved that 
at least it fell below her hips so that it covered everything but 
her legs from his glance. 

“Thank you,” she said tightly. “Now, don’t you think we’d 
best be going? There could be more Indians—” 

He shook his head calmly. “I’ve been trailing those two for 
a couple of days. They’ve been scouting, on their way back to 
their main village. They won’t be figured missing by their 
own people for some days.” 

“You’ve been trailing them for—” Her face reddened even 
further with anger. “You mean I’ve gone through this torture 
today and you knew—” 

He shook his head once more, the silver-blue eyes assessing 
her as though trying to gauge the depth of her hysteria. “I 
didn’t know they’d captured a woman, much less that it was 
you. Honor. You must admit, I had every right to think you 
safe and sound with Katala and his tribe. It was only an hour 
ago that I came close enough to get a good shot off at them, 
but I would have let them go peacefully enough if I hadn’t 
seen them harassing you. I still didn’t know that it was you 
until just now.” 

“But you must have known that it was a woman!” she re¬ 
torted, still angry despite his calm, reasoning attitude. 

He shrugged and let his eyes drift lazily once more over 
her figure. 

After a moment, she shook her head. “You — you are the 
most exasperating man I’ve ever had the displeasure to 
know!” she flung at him. 

When he was still silent, she took a deep breath and ven¬ 
tured to calm herself sufficiently to deal with him. “Are you 
ready to go?” 

“Where are we going?” he asked indifferently. 

“To Santa Fe. I have to get there so that I can—” 

“Santa Fe! That’s a long way for a young lady as inexperi¬ 
enced as you,” he said softly. “I don’t know if I’m taking 
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along a bigger liability than I can handle.” He seemed to be 
waiting for something. 

She looked up at him, her green eyes flashing like fiery em¬ 
eralds. She longed to slap his arrogant face, scratch her nails 
across the sun-browned chest, vent her anger on him in some 
way. 

Finally, she said in a low voice, “If you help me to get to 
Santa Fe, I will see that you get a reward.” 

“You mean money?” he asked, laughing at her softly. 

She looked up at him again. "What else? Surely a man like 
you would be interested in gold,” she threw at him with bra¬ 
vado. 

His smile was full and insolent. “I’m afraid not, Miss 
O’Brien. Gold doesn’t do much for a man out here in the 
desert, especially when all he’s got is a promise that he’ll get 
it.” 

“All right then!” she exploded. “Go away and leave me 
alone. Just give me a pony and some provisions and I’ll go 
alone!” 

He shook his head, still with that Insolent smile. “You’ve 
forgotten already that I’m a renegade, a trader between the 
Indians, the Mexicans and the Americans. I don’t give things 
away for free, my lovely. Surely you know what a dishonor¬ 
able brigand I am!” 

She ground her teeth in her annoyance. “What do you 
want?” she screamed at him. 

His silver-blue eyes assessed her lazily. "You.” 

She gasped. “I should have guessed!” she retorted when 
she’d recovered. “I should have known you would be low 
enough to—to ask me to do such a thing when you know 
very well—” 

He interrupted her tirade impatiently. “Listen to me, 
Honor O’Brien! Don’t mouth platitudes and put on that 
outraged virginal air that is the neatest trick among the 
Southern gentlewomen I know of. Let’s be honest with each 
other. I’ve already known your—ah—considerable charms. 
You want to get to Santa Fe and I don’t particularly have 
any business there—but I’m willing to sacrifice my own inter¬ 
ests to help you —for a price. Look at it this way—you have 
nothing to lose and, I assume, a lot to gain.” 

“But you want to make me a whore—something I ran 
away from at the Indian village!” she protested futilely, al¬ 
ready knowing she had no other recourse. 
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He shrugged. “Let’s say we’ll make a little business ar- 
rangment. You’ll be my whore. Honor—and no one else’s.” 

At her continued hesitation, he smiled arrogantly. “It’s 
about 200 miles to Santa Fe—think about that.” 

She pushed the hair away from her face and looked at him 
with eyes like a cat—wary and seething. “You will promise 
to take me to Santa Fe?” 

He laughed and nodded. “You have my word on that; 
Miss O’Brien, my word as a Southern gentleman.” 

She looked at him sharply, but was too weary to continue 
to fight him verbally. “Then I agree to your terms.” 


The days seemed to stretch endlessly for Honor as she 
sat on her horse, one of the packhorses that Devlin had 
brought with him. She was more than a little puzzled, even 
disturbed, by her companion’s behavior the last few days. 
Ever since agreeing to take her to Santa Fe on his humiliat¬ 
ing terms, he had not attempted to seal their agreement with 
proof of his interest. She couldn’t understand him, although 
each night she awaited his demands with a shrinking heart, 
and was once more relieved when he curled into his own 
blanket, his gun at the ready beside him, his pistol beneath 
his hat 

They had come to the mountains, which had proven to be 
little more than a low range of foothills strewn with boulders 
and rocks. The sun still beat down with a fierce directness 
and Honor had already peeled twice from sunburn. Her 
honey-gold hair was streaked with light tresses and the 
freckles stood out in relief on her nose and cheeks. 

They climbed through the foothills for nearly 200 miles, 
pushing their horses each day to make at least 25 miles. 
Honor thought she would drop at the end of the day, and af¬ 
ter a while she even began to stop worrying about Devlin ap¬ 
proaching her. He must be as tired as she was, she thought 

Then, finally, they hit San Miguel, a little town perched on 
the banks of the silvery Pecos River. They passed through 
quickly, following a trail that climbed up the Glorieta Pass 
until they could see the city of Santa Fe hugging the edge of 
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the Sangre de Crista Mountains on the end of a rolling 
plateau. 

Honor was excited as she urged her horse to an even faster 
pace, until she heard thundering hooves behind her and 
Devlin was reaching out to grab her bridle. 

“What are you doing?” she cried, trying to pull the reins 
from his hands. 

“Well make camp in the foothills tonight,” he said softly, 
his eyes looking into hers with an unspoken demand. 

“But Santa Fe is right down there,” she protested. “My 
brother, Reid, might be there inquiring about me. We’ve got 
to go down there right now!” 

“You’ll not make me regret our agreement,” he reminded 
her, still in that soft, intimate voice that she remembered dan¬ 
gerously. 

It was the first time he had mentioned it and Honor had 
begun to think he would not force her into doing anything. 
She should have known better, she thought angrily. It was al¬ 
most dusk and she supposed he would want to make camp 
right away. 

They found a partially enclosed shelter of rocks where he 
built a small fire, a luxury they had not been able to afford in 
open country where an Indian might lurk. Honor had gotten 
so sick of the taste of cold beans and salted beef that her 
mouth had been watering at the thought of a hot meal and a 
soft bed in Santa Fe. Now the disappointment was all the 
greater for having been so close. 

Honor sat gazing into the campfire after they had eaten, 
her mind on the possibility of being united with her brother 
again. She realized a little later that Devlin had already laid 
out his blanket and was preparing to settle down in that curi¬ 
ous state of half-sleep that left him seemingly always on the 
alert for danger as he slept 

She stood up, shaking the dust from the shirt and pants 
he’d loaned her. She knew she must make a comical figure in 
the too big garments with an old hat jammed down over her 
hair. Perhaps that was why he hadn’t approached her sexually 
before. 

He had lifted his hat off his face in order to regard her, 
standing by the fire. “Come here. Honor.” 

She started nervously and remained rooted where she was. 

“Come here,” he repeated softly, leaning on one elbow as 
he spoke to her. 

“What do you want?” Her blood felt as though it had 
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turned to ice and she could barely make her lips form the 
words. 

“You know what I want, Honor,” he replied smoothly, a 
hint of lazy mockery in his voice. 

“But why now—why—when you haven’t asked me to—” 

He laughed softly. “Sorry not to have obliged you sooner, 
honey, but I had my mind on other things—like getting us 
this far through Apache territory.” 

Honor felt as though she wanted to cry and stamp her feet. 
She was tired, disappointed, bone-weary from the day’s ride. 
She was dirty, sweaty and sticky and the thought of having 
him touch her in such a state made her cringe. 

To make matters worse, he was grinning with that infuriat¬ 
ing sarcasm, as though he dared her to defy him, to go back 
on her word. She would have liked to have been able to tell 
him to go to the devil, but she was, after all, at the mercy of 
his whims and he was perfectly capable of forcing her. 

She willed her feet to move slowly toward where he lay, 
his eyes narrowing slightly now as though in anticipation of 
what was to come. 

“Please—” she began and then caught herself, hating to 
plead with him. Slowly she sat down beside him, determined 
that if he was going to force her to assuage his baser desires, 
she would certainly not help him. He could undress her him¬ 
self. 

“Lie down, Honor,” he said, and she scooted in beside him, 
stiff, her face turned away. 

She lay there for several minutes. The minutes turned into 
a quarter of an hour, then longer, and she became both angry 
and embarrassed at his lack of attention. She turned her head 
to deliver a scathing remark—and was nonplussed to find 
him turned the other way, his hat once more over his eyes 
and his breathing deep and steady. 

Despite herself, she flushed to the roots of her hair and 
clenched her fists in a fury. But the folly of awakening him 
overcame her anger and she settled down as comfortably as 
she could, without touching him, in order to go to sleep her¬ 
self, although it took her several more minutes to calm her¬ 
self enough to close her eyes and succumb to her weariness. 

He awakened her early the next morning, and her mind, 
still groggy with sleep, took a moment to register the fact 
that he had unbuttoned her shirt and was fondling her breasts 
with easy familiarity. 
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“What are you doing!” she cried out, pushing him away 
and clutching the shirt to her bosom. 

A laugh that was more a snarl broke in on the lazy humor 
in his silver-blue eyes and both he and Honor looked up in 
surprise at the two men that were standing over them, sight¬ 
ing down the barrels of their rifles. 

“Well, lookie here, Pete, we got ourselves a couple of love¬ 
birds,” snickered one man, whose filthy clothes and straggly 
beard stained with tobacco wafted a smell through the air 
that would draw flies. 

“Yeah, Gabe,” the younger man said and then to Honor, 
“Don’t be so skittish, honey. I’m itching to see more than a 
little tit.” 

Honor could feel Brice tensed beside her, the hand at her 
breast curved into a half-fist. He was silent at their railing, 
waiting for the right chance to make a move. His breathing 
was steady against her neck and the hand behind her back 
pressed her gently as though to give her moral support 

“Now, you two ain’t too talkative, are you?” questioned the 
one called Gabe. He stroked the tobacco-stained beard reflec¬ 
tively. “We hate to disturb you, but my partner and I haven’t 
had a woman in a spell. We’d be obliged if you’d hand her 
over without an argument.” He pointed the rifle menacingly. 

“Jesus, Gabe, she looks right pretty,” Pete spoke up, setting 
his own rifle down in order to come nearer. “Come here, 
gal.” 

“Oh, Brice, what—what should I do?” 

“I think you’d best do as I say, gal,” Pete answered her, 
grasping her hand in his, “or your friend might find himself 
minus a few brains.” 

Honor shivered and took Pete’s outstretched hand to rise to 
her feet. She caught her open blouse front in both hands to 
shield her bosom from the two men’s avid eyes, but Pete 
slapped her hand away, allowing the shirt to gape open ex¬ 
posing the inner slopes of her breasts. 

“Heh, now!” Pete cried out in excitement. “She's a decent 
one, Gabe. I get first go with her!” 

“Bring the girl over here first, you damn fool!” Gabe 
shouted, excitement edging in his own voice. “We’ve gotta 
make sure he’s got no gun hidden to blow your ass off when 
your back’s turned!” 

Reluctantly, Honor found herself held tightly by the older 
man, his arm pressed firmly against her breasts while he lev¬ 
eled the rifle at Brice’s head. Brice was still lying on his side, 
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his eyes watchful as the younger man rifled through his blan¬ 
ket for his gun. 

“Here ’tis!” Pete shouted, brandishing the rifle. 

“Check his hat, Pete,” Gabe ordered, taking a moment to 
slip his hand inside Honoris shirt in order to pinch the tips of 
her breast. She jumped, but dared not make a move to run 
away. 

When Pete recovered the pistol and rifle, he brought them 
over to his partner and reached greedily for the girl. Gabe 
held him back with a look. 

“Aw, come on, Gabe, I’m as ready for her as I’ll ever be!” 
protested Pete, his face tightening with anger. 

“Dammit, Pete, you’ll take your turn with her after I’m 
done!” Gabe said savagely. “I’ve a mind to take this little 
piece and rip her up the middle I’m so goddamned homy! 
Now watch that buck while I have a go.” 

The older man laid his rifle down and drew Honor into the 
relative privacy of a clump of mesquite. Pushing her down, 
he fumbled with his breeches, intent on the rape, a leering 
grin pasted on his wet lips. 

Honor moaned in terror, covering her face with her hands 
to keep out the sight of him. She started as she felt his scaly 
hands move along her arms to pry them away from her face. 

“I like my women to see what they’re getting,” he laughed. 

Behind them a shot rang out and then a cry of pain. Curs¬ 
ing, Gabe twisted around, his hands slowed in the process of 
removing Honoris trousers. 

“What’s the matter, Pete? He try to run?” 

“I’m afraid not,” came a low, seething voice. 

Honoris eyes flew open and locked into silver-blue Are that 
blazed from his eyes. Brice! 

“Goddamn you, I’ll—” 

Before Gabe could finish the threat, Brice had whipped his 
arm up with the hand containing the small derringer that he 
had always concealed in his boot and shot him. Honor 
screamed in a reflex action as the man fell, dead, on top of 
her. Sobbing, she lifted her arms as Brice came striding 
toward her. He leaned over and picked her up, cradling her 
for a moment against his chest. 

“Oh, Brice,” she whimpered. “The other one—is he— 
dead?” 

He nodded brusquely. “The bastards,” he said quietly, with 
deep emotion. 

She sobbed even harder and laid her face against his chest, 
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her eyes avoiding the body of the other dead man as he 
brought her back to the campsite. Quietly, he laid her on the 
blanket and set about pulling the younger man over to the 
mesquite clump. 

When he returned, she was wiping her eyes, watching him 
silently as he broke camp. As he reached for the bedroll, she 
placed a hand on his arm. “Aren’t you going to bury them?” 
she asked. 

He stared hard at her for a moment, then, without answer¬ 
ing, took the bedroll and tied it onto his horse. Still without 
speaking, he helped her onto her horse and they rode down 
the foothills to the plateau, toward Santa Fe. Honor was 
puzzled at his behavior, wondering if killing the two men had 
affected him that deeply. She had always assumed that, as a 
member of the Comanche, he had done more than his share 
of killing. For all she knew, he could have murdered some¬ 
one in the white world of civilization, but perhaps she had 
been wrong. Still, she reflected, what else could he have 
done? They were going to rape her—might have killed them 
both afterward! 

When they reached the outskirts of Santa Fe, he slowed his 
horse and she did likewise, although she was itching to find 
word of her brother. She looked at him inquiringly, wonder¬ 
ing if he was thinking once more about the two men, if he 
should report them to the authorities. 

Her question was answered as he said swiftly, “Those two 
men back there, Honor. They were nothing but scavengers, 
outcasts, probably thrown out of Santa Fe. I doubt that 
they’ll be missed. We may have even done someone a favor 
by ridding these parts of them. Just keep your mouth shut 
about what happened. Understand?” 

She nodded, more than willing to forget the whole frightful 
episode. She was sorry that two human beings had to die, 
but, realistically, if Brice hadn’t killed them they would have 
raped and killed her, and killed Brice. Still, it nagged at her 
that they hadn’t had a decent burial. 

“Did you—did you have to leave them like that where the 
wolves and—things—could get to them?” she asked softly. 

He gave her a cold look that chilled her soul. “I didn’t like 
having to kill them. Honor,” he said deliberately as though 
she were a stranger. “I did what I had to do—to save you.” 

He was silent so long that she wondered if he regretted 
saving her. The thought rankled and she kneed her horse 
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briskly. “I’d better ride on in,” she said hurriedly. “I’ve got to 
find out about my brother.” 

He bowed mockingly. “Yes, first things first,” he said, fol¬ 
lowing her. But his thoughts weren’t on her brother. He was 
remembering the look of surprise on the man’s face as he’d 
bent down to pull his boots on, then come up with a loaded 
pistol. Before he could aim the rifle to shoot, Brice had al¬ 
ready shot him clean between the eyes. He had hurried to the 
mesquite clump, his guts twisting inside at the thought of that 
animal rutting himself on Honor’s body. 

And then, after it was over, she had looked at him with 
those great green eyes, accusing him silently as though he had 
committed some heinous crime at saving her life—saving her 
honor, he thought, mocking himself with the pun. Well, dam¬ 
mit, she still owed him and whether she found her brother or 
not, which he highly doubted, he would exact full payment. 
Payment for having to kill two men. 

He saw her riding eagerly forward into the city, leaning 
from her horse to question a woman about the place of au¬ 
thority. She looked like a ragged little urchin in those men’s 
clothes, he decided after a while, not like the most desirable 
young woman he had ever laid eyes on. It had been an act of 
torture to keep away from her on the trail to Santa Fe, but 
his reasons had been twofold—first, because he had had to 
keep a practical eye out for Apaches and other vagabonds 
roaming the desert (witness Pete and Gabe when he had let 
down his guard) and secondly, because he wanted to prove 
to himself that what he considered a dangerous obsession 
could be kept under control by iron willpower. He had had 
to prove to himself that he didn’t need her—even physi¬ 
cally—and that when he finally did exact payment on her 
debt, his mind would not become involved. 

She was looking back at him now, her eyes bright with ex¬ 
citement 

“Brice, I’ve found out where the authorities are. Hurry up! 
Maybe my brother left a message for me—maybe he’s wait¬ 
ing for me to arrive! I’m sure he’ll be here!” She kneed her 
horse down the narrow street, leaving him to follow at a 
more leisurely pace. He already knew where the presidio was. 
He could catch up to her later. Meanwhile, he’d have to 
think of a place where they could spend the night. A place, 
he thought, where she could have a bath and a good meal 
and a soft bed would be waiting for both of them. 

Honor, unaware of her companion’s thoughts, could only 
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think that she was on the verge of being reunited with her 
brother. How Reid would be surprised when she told him 
what she had gone through! His eyes would pop when she 
told him about Katala and about file Indian village—about 
everything, die decided, except Brice Devlin. She wasn’t sure 
just how to tell Brice that she did not want him to meet her 
brother. No doubt, he had plans of his own, now that they’d 
arrived, but she wanted to make sure that he understood fully 
that her brother would take care of her now. Of course, she 
must tell him how grateful she was for all he had done in 
getting her here. Perhaps Reid would have a little extra 
money to give him for his trouble. The thought of paying 
him in anything else but gold had already escaped her mind. 
She only knew that she would be with Reid soon and he 
would help her to get to Monterey where Don Esteban 
awaited her. Surely now everything would fall into place! 

She finally came to the large adobe structure that housed 
the offices of the United States Cavalry for the New Mexico 
territory and hurriedly tied her horse to a hitching post. Her 
heart throbbing with excitement, she flew up the wooden 
steps and into the relatively cool hallway. A man who looked 
like some sort of receptionist glanced up at her. 

“Miss?” He seemed not quite sure what her sex was in her 
clothes. 

“Yes,” she smiled, her excitement causing her cheeks to 
bloom and her eyes to sparkle. “Please, sir, can you tell me 
where the officer on duty is? I have to see him as soon as 
possible.” 

“Why, that would be Captain Grayson, ma’am. His office 
is just down the hall, the second door on your left.” The 
young man seemed bewitched by the beautiful smile he had 
just received from under the grubby hat. 

“Thank you,” she said quickly and knocked on the cap¬ 
tain’s door. 

Brice had just tied up his horse and was standing on the 
steps, lighting a cheroot when he saw Honor coming out of 
the building, her face a picture of despair. He leaned casually 
against the hitching post until she caught sight of him. 

“He—he’s not here,” she said in a small voice. 

“He’s not in Santa Fe, but has he been here?” 

She shook her head. “The captain had no message, didn’t 
know anyone by that name and had had no news of anyone 
looking for a Miss Honor O’Brien,” She was fighting back the 
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ready tears. “Oh, Brice, do you think he decided not to 
come? Could he be back in Missouri still?” 

Brice shrugged. “listen, Honor, I think we need to check 
into a hotel here in town for the night. Maybe something will 
turn up in the morning. I’ll help you check the inns tomor¬ 
row and go down to the telegraph offices. Right now, I think 
you need a hot meal and a hot bath. I*ve already spotted a 
nice, clean hotel that I think will be accommodating enough 
for you.” If there was sarcasm in his words, he kept it veiled 
and she seemed not to notice.- 

Listlessly she nodded. “I—suppose you’re right, Brice. 
Something’s bound to turn up. If he’s been through 
here .. .” 

She mounted her horse and followed him down a winding 
street, past a missionary church where peasants were congre¬ 
gating for evening Mass. She thought of stopping herself and 
going inside to offer up a few fervent prayers for interven¬ 
tion from God, but she could sense that Brice was in a hurry 
to reach the hotel. It didn’t occur to her to ask him to wait 
while she went inside. 

La Posada del Gato, the Inn of the Cat, was situated on a 
quiet street. Inside all was cool and subdued and they were 
given the best room in the house. Honor had no time to think 
about sleeping arrangements before she was hustled up oaken 
stairs and shown into a charming room with white curtains 
blowing at the window and a brightly stitched counterpane on 
the huge double bed. The wooden floor was even covered 
with two sheep’s wool rugs and there were fresh sheets on the 
bed. 

“Thank you, Senora Moray. And if you would please have 
a meal sent up right away? And afterward a tub of hot water 
for the senorita.” Brice was casual, sure of himself, winking 
at the broad-faced Mexican woman, who simpered slightly 
before bowing out of the room to attend to his commands. 

“You do seem to have a way with women, Mr. Devlin,” 
Honor observed dryly, taking off the dusty hat. The events of 
the morning could have been a dream as she stood in the 
room, unbraiding her hair to shake out some of the dirt. 

“And you, Miss O’Brien, seem to have a way with men,” 
he returned indolently, “So I think we are well matched.” 

She blushed at the backhanded compliment, busying her¬ 
self with her hair as he watched her. She was instantly glad 
when a knock on the door preceded a dinner tray laden with 
wonderous-smelling fare that made her mouth water. Strips 
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of roasted beef lay on a large platter with a bowl of frijoles 
and a dish of tortillas, A bottle of wine had been added and 
Honor sat down at the small side table to drink thirstily. 

When the meal was finished, she wiped her mouth on the 
napkin that had been thoughtfully provided and gazed cau¬ 
tiously at her companion. “I’d like to have that bath now, 

she said tentatively. . 

He shrugged. “I ordered the tub,” he reminded her. 

“I mean,” she faltered, “I would like to have some privacy 


while I bathe ” 

He smiled disdainfully. “I’d like to have a bath myself. 
Honor.” The implication was clear in his words and she 


flushed deeply. , « . - . 

His careless insinuations began to anger her and she fixed a 
cool green gaze on him. “All right then, if you wish a bath, 
I’ll be glad to let you have the tub. I suppose I can go one 
more day without washing. Ill just have to have one in the 
morning!” She rose, but his hand snaked out to catch hers. 

“Don’t be a prude, Honor,” he said, and then, laughing a 
little, he released her. “Have your damn bath in private,” he 
countered. “I’m sure the senora can fix something up for me 

ClS H^ h stood up and bowed mockingly, leaving her to fume 
wondering just what he would be up to with the little widow 
who owned the posada. Her fretting didn’t last long, though, 
when the tub arrived and the hot water was poured into it. 
She relaxed into it as soon as the servants had left the room, 
throwing her clothes into the comer. It was heaven! 

Sponging herself lazily, she luxuriated in the warmth, 
soaping every particle of her skin. After she had finished 
bathing, she knelt at the side of the tub and washed her hair, 
using a fresh pail of water to rinse it. The maid had provided 
a fluffy towel, which she wrapped around her wet head, but 
she realized that she had nothing with which to cover her 
body. Spying the clean sheets on the bed, she wrapped the 
top sheet around her several times and sat in a chair by the 

open window to dry her hair. . 

She couldn’t help wondering what Brice was domg, 
although she had an idea that he might be enjoying the favors 
of the widow. Angrily she told herself that she hoped he was. 
At least, it would keep him from attacking her the minute he 
came back to the room. She hadn’t dared question him about 
the single room, knowing that he would give her one of those 



irritatingly mocking glances as though she knew full well why 
he had gotten only one room. 

She was fluffing her hair furiously with the towel when he 
opened the door and she turned on him like a spitting cat. 
“Don’t you believe in knocking?” she asked angrily. “I could 
have been bathing!” 

He leaned against the closed door. If he was surprised at 
her angry air, he didn’t show it, but his silvery-blue eyes 
roamed over the half-dried honey-gold hair and then nar¬ 
rowed with laughter at the mummy-like wrapping around her 
body. “I don’t believe in knocking at my own room,” he re¬ 
plied lazily, “and, to tell you the truth, I had hoped you still 
would be in the tub.” 

She huffed angrily and worked harder at her hair. She had 
noticed that he wore a new suit of clothes—a pair of clean 
buckskins and a dark-blue shirt with a brown leather vest. 
His hair was still wet from his bath and curled at the collar 
of his shirt His shirt was half-unbuttoned, revealing a growth 
of black curls on his chest that were accentuated by the 
brown tan of his skin. 

“I see you’ve been busy,” she retorted acidly. 

He shrugged. “You didn’t want me in here while you were 
bathing.” 

“Well, you could have at least brought up some clothes for 
me! I’m sure you could have traded something for them!” 

“I like you just the way you are,” he replied smoothly. 
“Without the sheet, of course.” 

“Oooh! You scoundrel! Do you propose I put those dirty 
men’s clothes back on?” 

“I’m sure Senora Moray would be happy to wash them for 
you,” he commented coolly, seemingly amused at her tem¬ 
peramental fit 

_ “T£ ei ? SO down and give them to her—and don’t come 

back! she flung at him, throwing the towel at him angrily. 

He caught it and threw it to the floor. “Quit screeching like 
a banshee, Honor,” he said with an edge of impatience to his 
voice. “Come here and let me see that sweet flesh of yours.” 

He walked across the room and abruptly pulled her into 
lus arms. Before she could defend herself, he had already 
pulled the sheet down so that she was imprisoned in his arms, 
completely naked. Her hands were held behind her back as he 
pressed her closer, feeling every inch and curve of her femi¬ 
ninity. He bent his head to kiss her and she strained awav 
from his mouth. 7 
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“Stop fighting me. Honor,” he murmured in softer tones 
now, nuzzling her arched neck. “Let me have you.” 

“No!” she threw out. 

He tensed and she felt his steely muscles harden against 
her. She was afraid suddenly of the unleashed power of the 
man, the animal force that he could use to bend her—or 
break her. She shivered. 

She felt him lift her up in strong arms and dump her un¬ 
ceremoniously on the bed. Opening her eyes wide, she saw 
him bending down toward her, a look of lust, fierce and im¬ 
personal, on his features, his silver-blue eyes narrowed to 
glimmering slits of determination, his mouth a hard line 
above the dark shadow of the beard he had grown during 
their journey. 

Her eyes drew downward unwillingly as he undressed, 
touching the broad, muscled chest, brown as Katala’s had 
been, the flat belly upon which a dark line of hair grew, and 
continued to his groin. Her eyes flickered quickly past the 
proof of his desire and she drew her knees up to protect her¬ 
self. 

“Don’t try to close yourself to me,” he said half-contemp- 
tuously, his strong hands prying her knees apart and leaning 
on them to keep them nailed to the bed. “This renegade will 
have himself one fine white lady to fire his animal lust,” he 
mocked her. 

It would do no good to plead with him, she knew. He was 
a lusting animal who sought a woman’s body for his own 
comfort, she thought wrathfully. He did not care for her as a 
person with a mind of her own. He was all hard sinew and 
muscle, no softening anywhere to shield her own softness 
from bruising. He pressed her into the mattress, his hands 
tangling in her hair, pulling her head back so that her neck 
was arched and her mouth open to his kisses. His own mouth 
was hot, hard and demanding, his white teeth clashing against 
her own, until he succeeded in opening them. 

He captured her lips, twisting them in a fierce kiss that 
held as much hurt as passion, allowing him the softness of 
her mouth while his hands captured and squeezed her breasts. 
His knees were sharp against the insides of her thighs, hold¬ 
ing them open in a way that made her feel completely vul¬ 
nerable. 

Honor opened her eyes fearfully and saw his face close to 
hers, watching her with a savage expression that chilled her 
consciousness while it excited some deep, dark spark within 
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her. She told herself that he was using her as he would use a 
whore as a vessel to relieve his own tensions. She fought to 
keep the tears from sliding down her cheeks, for she’d be 
damned if she’d let him know he had hurt her. 

He bent his dark head to kiss her breasts, laving the 
nipples with his tongue, arousing the tips to fire. Her back 
arched, offering her body to him involuntarily. Her breath 
was coming in gasps as her mind fought against her body’s 
treachery. Determinedly she tightened her body against the 
eventual onslaught. 

He sensed her tightening and it puzzled him, at the same 
time maddening him that she would still refuse him after all 
his careful treatment of her. She was withdrawing from him 
even in this, her most vulnerable position, and he was deter¬ 
mined that she would feel something. The arrogant, well-bred 
little bitch! 

Honor felt his rigid member press against the portal of her 
femininity and cringed even further. His hands had moved to 
either side of her head and she was powerless to move as he 
pushed into her without compassion. His merciless driving 
abused her flesh and she began to scream before he covered 
her mouth with his own. 

Devlin was himself amazed at his reaction to her rejection. 
He was raping her, he knew it—the first time he had ever 
treated a woman this roughly, and he despised himself for it, 
even as he took pleasure perversely in bending her to his 
will. The awakened demon within him could not stop and the 
pleasure in her flesh was too much to make him want to stop. 
Her warmth, her tight, slick interior were driving him beyond 
his own will. He had thought too long of her tender flesh, 
had enjoyed it too well that first time in the Indian village. 
And he had denied himself for too many days to stop now. 

He tasted salt in his mouth and realized she had bitten his 
lip. He only kissed her the more deeply as he felt his body 
beginning to build into wave upon wave of pleasure. Tremors 
quivered through the muscles of his legs and he increased his 
momentum despite a gnawing awareness that she was not 
sharing in his excitement, that she kept tightening against him 
at each surging thrust. She was not—refused to—open to 
him. 

He looked down at her face, taking his mouth from hers, 
watching her expression with something akin to curiosity. 
He could see the long lashes trembling against her cheeks. 
Her mouth—her beautiful, soft mouth—was tightened with 
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pain, her chin stuck out in hard determination not to give in 
to tears. 

Suddenly his rage left him and he felt something close to 
shame—an emotion that had not troubled him before. How 
could he rape this lovely young thing, this perfect, womanly 
body that was made for a man to love, that cried out to be 
made love to, not abused like some cheap and tawdry prosti¬ 
tute on the docks of Savannah? 

Gently, he slowed his feverish pace, willing himself to slow 
his own excitement, knowing instinctively that it would be 
better when she shared it with him. His hands released her 
head and began to caress her breasts, slow and provocatively 
so that she opened her eyes after a few minutes. 

“Please—don’t—hurt—me—anymore,” she whispered 

jerkily. 

Devlin ground his teeth, raging inwardly at himself. He 
bent his head to capture her lips once more and moved them 
exquisitely against his own, molding them until she opened 
them softly in almost shy response. The effect was electric on 
both of them. He could feel her blossoming open to him now, 
accepting him, adjusting her hips slightly to help his own 
pleasure. And that pleasure was breathless now for both of 
them as they helped each other to attain a glorious peak of 
culmination. 

Devlin lay afterward cursing himself for a fool not realiz¬ 
ing the potential of this child-woman to experience pleasure 
and to give him the same. He lay breathing deeply, hearing 
her own breathing in his ears. 

But the feelings, the emotions, were too new for him— 
things that had been long buried inside of him rose once 
again to lock away the truth from him. Love was still some¬ 
thing alien, something not to be trusted. 

He disengaged himself from her and stood up beside the 
bed, looking down at the lovely face, the wealth of honey- 
gold hair spread upon the pillow, the enormous green eyes 
watching him with a shy wonder. Deliberately he allowed his 
manner to become brusque, arrogant once more—in control. 
He smiled down at her insolently. 

“Thanks for the interlude, honey. Now I think we’d best 
fix the bed up a little and get some sleep.” 

Honor blushed. She had been feeling so happy a moment 
ago, fulfilled and sustained by his gentle ardor, but now the 
world came crashing back and she wanted to burst into tears 
at the cruelty of it. She had thought—she had really 
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thought—but what did it matter? He hadn’t changed, would 
never change, and she—she had a fiance who was waiting for 
her in Monterey. 

Slowly, she got to her feet, wincing a little at the unex¬ 
pected tenderness. He noticed the movement and his smile 
was once more the same mocking twist. 

“Forgive me if the passion of the moment overcame me. 
Honor,” he said as he retrieved the sheet from the floor, 
where he had tossed it earlier. “I must admit your body is 
just too—volatile—for a man to keep his head. I must 
remember next time not to abstain so long.” 


•Sixteen 


“But you must have some message for me!” Honor pro¬ 
tested, wishing she could shake the words she longed to hear 
out of the telegraph sender. 

The man looked at her warily and shook his head once 
more. “Only had two messages left by non-Cavalry men,” he 
repeated, “and neither of them mentions an Honor O’Brien. 
Sorry, ma’am.” He tipped his hat and walked away from the 
sales window. 

Honor sat dejectedly on a wooden bench and decided to 
wait for Brice Devlin to return. She hated to think that her 
brother had not come after all, or that he had come through 
and not checked to see if she had been on any of the wagon 
trains. She felt deserted, realizing that she had no one to turn 
to now. 

No one but Brice Devlin, whom she wasn’t sure whether 
she could trust or not. She thought about him for a moment, 
recalling the night of passion they had shared, passion that 
had been rekindled the next morning. She didn’t know why 
or how she could respond to him so blatantly when she knew 
very well he was only using her. There were times when he 
could caress her and kiss her so tenderly that her heart would 
turn over with a feeling of weakness, but then he would gaze 
with that hateful mockery at her and say something to cause 
tears of rage to come to her eyes and all that had gone before 
would be as though it had never happened. 

He was an enigma that she had long since ceased to try to 
puzzle out. He had a chip on his shoulder as far as women 
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were concerned, she thought, and he wasn’t about to let her 
or any other woman twist him around her finger. Well, she 
would soon be saying goodbye to Brice Devlin, for if she 
could find no message from her brother, she would have to 
obtain passage with a wagontrain heading for California. 
There was nothing else she could do but ask Devlin to lend 
her the money, although she hated to be indebted to him 
once again. 

She could feel his eyes on her, assessing her as always, be¬ 
fore she even realized that he had ridden up in front of her. 
She looked up, meeting his glance with outward calm, al¬ 
though she was perturbed to find her head feeling lighter and 
her breath coming faster at sight of his handsome figure. 

“Did—did you find out anything?” she asked to break the 
uncomfortable moment. 

His eyes were inscrutable as he got off the horse and came 
toward her. “I located an inn where he stayed when the 
wagon train rolled into Santa Fe,” he began. 

Immediately she was hopeful, her eyes begging him, but 
she could see by the frown on his face that his news was not 
what she hoped to hear. 

“He’s not here. He decided to go on to the new gold dis¬ 
coveries in the Fraser River Valley in British Columbia.” 

“British Columbia! Why, that’s way up north, in Canada, 
beyond the Oregon territory! Why would he go up there? 
Why would he desert me?” she cried despondently, unwilling 
to believe the facts. 

“He didn’t know where you were. For all he knew you 
were dead. Why should he have any reason to believe that 
you would be here now, looking for him? Your brother was 
an obvious opportunist, Honor. He went where the gold 
was.” The words were cold, without emotion. 

Honor knew he was only speaking the truth and yet she 
couldn’t believe her brother would truly think her dead, 
would go on to a place where he knew he would never have 
word of her. She wished that she could cry, but no tears 
would come. It was clear now that she could only go on to 
California—to a fianc6 who might or might not want her 
now. 

“Well,” she began with an effort, “I suppose there’s no use 
staying here in Santa Fe any longer than I have to. I’ll have 
to find passage on one of the wagon trains moving out to 
California.” She started to go, then turned back to where he 
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lounged unconcernedly against the hitching post. “Thank you 
for—all you’ve done for me,” she said wistfully. 

“Honor,” he began, “you can’t go off on a wagon train by 
yourself! You have no money, for one thing, to hire out a 
wagon and a mule team.” 

“There’s nothing else for me to do,” she pointed out, her 
eyes steadily gazing at him. She waited, as though hoping for 
an alternative from him, but he remained silent, regarding 
her noncommittally. 

With swiftness, she held out her hand for him to shake. 
‘This is goodbye then, Brice Devlin.” 

He looked at her hand in amusement and then, without a 
moment to give her time to catch her breath, he strode 
quickly over to her and took her in his arms. His lips came 
down on hers, hard and masterful, drawing the kiss out until 
she was breathless. She was unaware of the romantic picture 
they made on the dusty streets of Santa Fe. She only knew 
that he was telling her goodbye in his own way and the 
thought somehow made her more miserable than the loss of 
her brother. 

When he released her, she took a deep breath and would 
have said something, but he’d already turned away. Wearily 
she squared her shoulders in the new dress he had bought her 
that morning and tramped off to find the wagonmaster for 
the wagon train which had only arrived in Santa Fe last eve¬ 
ning and would be leaving in two days. She was unaware of 
the slow trickle of tears that fell from her cheeks. 

It had taken all her earnest energies to persuade the dour 
middle-aged man and wife to accept her services during the 
trek from Santa Fe to San Diego, in exchange for food and a 
place to sleep. The woman kept eyeing her distrustfully and 
whispering to her husband, who nodded in silent agreement 
It was only her argument that they were her only recourse 
and that she was a good Christian woman who had fallen on 
hard times that finally persuaded them to take her in. 

EUa Parsons admitted grudgingly that it was their Christian 
duty to take in such a woman, and after a moment of 
thoughtful consideration, Jim Parsons agreed. 

“But you’ll be expected to work for your share of food,” 
Ella warned. “I’m not a woman who’s used to laziness around 
here and I’ll not tolerate it from a stranger either! You can 
help with the cooking and sewing and watch that the cow 
doesn’t slip her rope from the back of the wagon.” 
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“Yes, yes, anything you say!” Honor agreed eagerly, vastly 
relieved that they had actually accepted her. 

“We’ll start by taking that sinful dress away from you,” 
Ella went on, sqinting dangerously at the low cut of the 
scooped neckline. “I’ve got a good gray dress that should fit 
you with a little alteration and you can keep it buttoned to 
your chin, miss!” 

“Y-yes, of course, if this dress offends you—” 

“It does offend us deeply, daughter,” Jim Parsons broke in 
thunderingly, and Honor wondered if he was a preacher. 

She meekly followed the wife and quickly changed the 
dress, although the gray was a bit too short in the arms. She 
would have to fix that later, as the woman was eager to 
familiarize her with their routine before the wagon train got 
under way. 

The two days went by fast and Honor, who had hoped she 
would see Brice before leaving, was disappointed when the 
wagon train rolled out from Santa Fe. The familiar pattern 
was repeated that she still remembered from her days with 
Pearl and Vinny. Thinking about them brought a pang of re¬ 
gret that she would never again see Barbie Hampton. 

They were moving along the Gila River, which would 
provide them with water until they reached the hot California 
desert. Honor had to learn quickly to manage the mules that 
were hitched six-deep to the wagon. Ella provided no gloves 
and her hands were raw and blistered after the second day 
out The rough leather reins scraped at her palms and she felt 
as though her arms would be pulled from her sockets. She 
would fall asleep after attending to her numerous chores, 
filled with a sense of complete exhaustion. 

The dawn would always come with the sounds of Zeke 
Smith, the wagonmaster, calling, “Catch up!” and then 
“Stretch out!” and she would pull herself from her bed with 
aching muscles and wonder how she would get through the 
day. At least her exhaustion helped to keep her from dream¬ 
ing about Brice Devlin, she thought wistfully. But during the 
endless hours when Jim Parsons would hand the reins over to 
her so that he could read from his Bible, she couldn’t help 
the unbidden warmth that suffused her when she recalled the 
three times that he had made love to her. Only three, she 
would think and wonder that it seemed like hundreds. She 
could almost feel his hand at her breast, his lips buried in her 
hair, his possession of her. A sigh would well unconsciously 
from her lips and she would glance in embarrassment at Jim 
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Parsons, who would be immersed in his Bible, thank good¬ 
ness! 

She would shake her head, attempting by physical force to 
blot Brice Devlin from her mind. Was he having this much 
trouble forgetting her, she sometimes wondered, and then 
would reprimand herself sharply. He had probably had no 
trouble at all when there were so many diversions in Santa 
Fe: she recalled the widow in the hotel as an example. She 
would just have to keep trying, she thought. He was gone 
now, as surely as Barbie was gone from her life. She had to 
look forward to the stranger at the other end of this jour¬ 
ney—her fiance, Don Esteban Sevillas. Desperately she hoped 
that he could wipe out the memories of Brice Devlin. 

She concentrated on the mules ahead of her, feeling the 
drip of perspiration under the poke bonnet Ella had given 
her. Her hands were slippery with sweat and she had to tense 
her fingers tightly about the leather for fear the reins would 
get away from her and they would be obliged to stop the 
wagon in order to retrieve them from beneath the mules’ 
hooves. She had already done this once and had been sur¬ 
prised to hear the considerable amount of cursing Jim Par¬ 
sons had let out at what he considered to be her carelessness. 

She glanced at him curiously now, wondering why he and 
his wife had elected to go to California. She knew very little 
about their background, only that they had started out from 
Illinois after selling their homestead for a pittance. Sometimes 
she thought she saw the light of missionary zeal in his eyes 
when he looked at her. Perhaps he had wild ideas about 
bringing Christ to the rakehells of California, she thought, 
and almost giggled. 

Beside her, he must have noticed her movement, for he 
looked over, his craggy brows drawing close together. “Have 
you ever drawn comfort from die Bible?” he asked, startling 
her. 

“No—well, that is, not for a long time,” she amended. 
“When I was a child, my mother always read a passage to us 
after supper. It was a tradition with her, but when she died, 
the tradition sort of died with her.” 

He looked pleased, as though his own ideas about her up¬ 
bringing were confirmed. “Then, my child, for so you still are 
to me, we will begin the tradition over again. After the last 
meal of the day, before you retire, we will read to you from 
the Bible.” His tone brooked no refusals. 

Honor cringed inwardly. After driving all day, then doing 
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her chores, she had no wish to be kept up even later by what 
he considered his Christian duty. Why, she thought suddenly, 
were people always trying to make good Christians out of 
lone women? Didn’t they believe that a woman alone could 
have her own sense of moral and religious values without 
being forced into listening to others? It was a topic she didn’t 
have the courage to discuss with Jim Parsons. Whether he 
had once been a minister, or was planning on becoming one, 
he would probably think her spouting the devil’s own words. 

Behind them, where Ella had been taking a nap—she had 
already explained to Honor that she had an ailment of the 
stomach that required her to stay out of the sun as much as 
possible with additional rest—Honor heard the woman stir¬ 
ring drowsily. She wondered if she was truly ill, or if it was a 
bald-faced lie concocted to keep her from having to sit next 
to her silent and boring husband. Surely there were times 
when Honor would have welcomed the respite of a nap in¬ 
stead of sitting next to him or fighting the stodgy mules with 
his eyes upon her in judgment. 

“I presume you have been raised as a Catholic?” 

She was surprised at his continuation of their discussion. 
So much time had passed since his last statement that she 
thought he had drifted off. 

“Yes, my parents were Irish,” she said, wondering at the 
necessity to point this fact out to him when it was obvious 
from her last name. 

“A Catholic!” he hissed and she thought it sounded like a 
condemnation. “You have a lot to learn, my daughter.” 

“I wonder if it might rain today,” she said to change the 
subject, although there was not a cloud in the blue-white sky. 

“Do not be impertinent, child,” he said severely. 

She relapsed into silence as he harangued her on the wages 
of sin and so forth. Perhaps he was using her as a captive au¬ 
dience to test out his ability to become a minister. She lis¬ 
tened to Ella’s snoring, the clomping of the mules’ hooves in 
the sand, the creaking of the wagon, anything rather than at¬ 
tend to his droning testament. 

When twilight descended and the wagons formed a rough 
circle of defense, she slipped down quickly from the seat to 
attend to the cow that walked behind the wagon. Ella had in¬ 
sisted on bringing her, although her husband complained the 
animal was more damned trouble than she was worth. Still, 
her milk was a satisfying addition to their meals and Honor 
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had quickly caught on to the job of milking her after a few 
instructions from Ella. 

Now, as she patted the animal’s rump in friendly fashion, 
she could feel Jim Parsons’ eyes on her speculatively. She fin¬ 
ished milking quickly and took the pail over to where Ella 
was beginning the meal. 

“Wife, this child needs to be instructed anew in the ways 
of the Lord,” Jim pronounced at the table. 

Ella looked up inquiringly, then nodded. “As you say, hus¬ 
band.” 

After the meal, when Honor had finished cleaning up the 
dishes, she was made to sit for an hour on the wooden stool, 
her back smarting from the day’s work, while Jim Parsons 
harangued in loud and angry tones of the sins of the flesh. A 
few others of the wagon train had come over to listen in re¬ 
spectful silence, but most of them kept to their own wagons. 

Looking over when Jim wasn’t looking, Honor caught a 
young man’s eye in friendly salutation. He winked at her and 
thinking how horrified Ella would be if she noticed. Honor 
winked back. She was rewarded by a wide grin. 

After the Bible lesson was over and Jim and Ella had gone 
to speak with the wagonmaster about what territory they 
would be covering. Honor saw the young man lounging at 
the back of her wagon, waiting for her with obvious expect¬ 
ancy. 

“Hello,” he said boyishly and she realized that he couldn’t 
be more than a year or two older than herself. 

“Hello,” she responded, feeling suddenly, unreasonably shy 
as though she had not already known a man. 

“I’m Ron Williams,” he continued, taking off his hat and 
sticking his hand out. 

She took it hesitantly. “I’m Honor O’Brien.” 

“Those two your parents?” he asked, jerking his head in 
the direction the Parsonses had taken. 

. She shook her head. “No. I was forced to ask them to 
bring me along. I was—stranded in Santa Fe after the wagon 
train I had been on previously was attacked by Indians.” 

“Too bad you didn’t sign on with my folks and me,” he 
said under his breath. 

She smiled. “I know what you mean. If I’d known what I 
was getting into in Santa Fe, I think I would have felt lucky 
to have stayed behind!” She laughed with an ease she hadn’t 
experienced since she’d been with the Parsonses. 

He shrugged. “Where you headin’?” 
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“I—I have a fiance waiting for me in Monterey. I hope to 
catch a ship in San Diego and sail up the coast.” 

“Oh,” he said, as though her admission had caught him 
unawares. He had probably thought her a young girl traveling 
with her parents and, therefore, available for his attentions. 

“I’d like to be friends,” she said softly, desperately needing 
someone to talk to. ‘Tell me about yourself.” 

He shrugged. “Nothin’ much to tell. My folks and my little 
sister and I come from Kentucky. My pa’s aimin’ to make us 
a fortune in the goldfields, but not from minin’ the dust, 
mind you. He’s a tailor, a right good one, too, and he knows 
men will be needin’ shirts and pants and such. He’s hoping to 
make us a good livin’.” 

“It’s a wonderful idea,” Honor agreed. “Are you going to 
be a tailor, too?” 

“Don’t know. Pa’d like it, but I’ve a hankerin’ to see more 
of life than a clothes shop, you know? I just might go on to 
the Columbia territory and try my luck there.” 

“I wish you luck,” she said, thinking of her brother, who 
had followed the same path, hoping for gold and glory. 

“What about you?” He looked at her curiously. “This 
fiance of yours know what you had to do to get to him?” 

She shook her head. “I haven’t seen him for six years. We 
were betrothed then and—well, things happened and I wasn’t 
able to go to him as my parents would have wished. So, as I 
can’t get to him any other way, I joined the train.” 

“Hope he appreciates the trouble,” Ron put in. 

She laughed. “Oh, I suppose it’s not so bad. I—I just hope 
we don’t run into an Indian raiding party.” 

He saw the haunted look in her eyes and he placed a hand 
gently on her shoulder. “If there’s trouble, Zeke’ll handle it,” 
he said to bolster her courage and his own. “I’m right good 
with a rifle myself.” 

“I hope so. I’m not so sure about Mr. Parsons. I have a 
feeling he’d use his Bible as a shield and go out to them, de¬ 
livering some long harangue about the wickedness of killing 
your fellow man.” 

Ron laughed appreciatively. “It might just work, you know. 
He could probably bore them to death!” 

They laughed together, but were abruptly hushed as Par¬ 
sons and his wife walked back toward the wagon. 

“Child, what are you doing?” Ella questioned sharply, 
glancing at the young man as though expecting him to sprout 
horns. 
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“I’m talking with my new friend, Ron Williams,” she re¬ 
plied steadily. “We’ve been discussing the effect of the Bible 
on the Apaches.” 

Beside her, she could tell Ron was stifling his laughter, but 
at a frown from Jim, he offered her a swift good night and 
went back to his own wagon. 

“Daughter, you’d best keep away from that sort,” Jim went 
on. 

“What do you mean, ‘that sort’?” Honor demanded, be¬ 
coming annoyed at his inferences. “He seemed a very nice 
young man.” 

“Such things bring about the devil’s handiwork,” he mut¬ 
tered darkly. “No good will come of it, daughter. Best to stay 
away from temptation.” 

Honor would have retorted, but realized it would only pro¬ 
long her need for sleep. She had to get to bed or she’d never 
get up in time to fix breakfast. With a curt good night, she 
went inside the wagon, drawing the makeshift curtain across 
the space allotted her. Fuming inwardly at the dour, fusty 
man and his equally stiff-necked wife, she finally got to sleep. 
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^Jhe California, Coadt 



Seventeen 


The days wound by endlessly, taking them alternately 
through scorching desert and barren hills until they had come 
to the edge of the California desert. Across the ninety-mile- 
wide land of sand and sun lay the town of San Diego, and 
Honor could hardly wait to cross it and book passage on a 
ship. She knew she would have to board with the promise of 
payment in Monterey and hoped she could find a captain 
gentlemanly enough to take her word that he would be paid. 

The long days had passed with little respite from Jim Par¬ 
sons* sermons and Ella’s admonitions, but Honor had man¬ 
aged to keep up her friendship with Ron Williams. They had 
never exchanged so much as a kiss, although Honor was 
aware that Ron would have liked to have had more physical 
proof of her affection for him. But he didn’t press her and 
she was grateful for that. 

On the night before they would start their crossing of the 
desert. Honor had managed to slip away from Jim’s watchful 
eye and had met Ron in a secluded spot a little bit away 
from the rest of the wagons. He seemed strangely quiet and 
she asked him what was wrong. 

“Nothin’,” he said aimlessly, and then looked up at her, 
“Just worryin’ about you, Honor. I mean about when we get 
to San Diego and you sail for Monterey. You don’t have any 
money, do you?” 

She flushed. "That’s no concern of yours, Ron. Once we 
arrive in San Diego, you’ve got the rest already planned out 
What happens to me is—” 

“I don’t care!” he burst out emphatically. “I can’t leave 
you stranded. I’d be less than a man. I just keep wonderin’ if 
your fiance—I mean, what if he already thinks you’re dead? 
What if he—” 

“Ron, I won’t let you worry about me.” Honor spoke 
sharply. 

He shook his head. “I am worryin’ about you, Honor, and 
I want you to have something of mine.” He fished in his shirt 
pocket and brought out a small leather sack. As he put it in 
her hand, she heard the chink of coins. 

Abruptly she pressed it back to him. “Ron, I can’t possibly 
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take your money,” she protested. “You’ll need every penny 
you have to get to the Fraser River. Now, don’t talk non¬ 
sense!” 

“Dammit, Honor, I’d consider it an insult if you didn’t 
take it!” he said quickly, thrusting the sack in her hands once 
more. “The money’s mine to do with as I wish. It’ll be easier 
for me to work off my passage, but I can’t stand to think of 
you under the whim of any—Jim Parsons—who might come 
along!” 

She had to laugh. “Oh, Ron, you really are the nicest man 
I’ve ever met,” she said with warm feeling. Impulsively she 
reached up and put her arms around his neck to kiss him. 

Despite her own warnings, she allowed him to take her 
lips, opening them under his pressure. His own arms wrapped 
around her, pressing her body to his own, and she had to ad¬ 
mit that she felt so secure, being held and comforted this 
way. If only—if only she could erase the memory of Brice 
Devlin, the brief and painful interlude with Katala—she 
would be willing to give herself to this kind and innocent 
young man. But what would he think when he found she was 
not a virgin? She knew his illusions would be crushed and she 
couldn’t do that to him . Gently she pushed her hands against 
his chest. He released her grudgingly. 

“Sorry,” he mumbled. “I didn’t expect that as—payment 
for the money.” 

She winced. “I’m sorry too, Ron. Sorry that I can’t do 
more, whether you had given me the money or not.” With a 
coward’s way out, she said, “My fiance has waited a long 
time for me.” 

He nodded. “Well, at least take the money.” 

“I’ll pay you back,” she promised. “When you’re fabu¬ 
lously wealthy, come down to Monterey and—” 

“You don’t owe my anythin’. Honor,” he said gently and 
she was amazed at the look of maturity in his eyes. 

With a last, light kiss, she hurried away from him, afraid 
that if she stayed, her resolutions would be swept away by 
the inner urgings of her body. Oh, treacherous body! How it 
ached to feel a man’s arms around it! Honor felt light-headed 
as she returned to the wagon, avoiding Ella’s eyes and scurry¬ 
ing into the back. Her heart was pounding as though she had 
run a long distance. Ron’s kiss had evoked a response deep 
within her, a cry for more. Her body was no longer virginal 
and she felt the cravings and need of a woman who had 
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known a man’s body. She bit her lips and pushed her face 
into her pillow. 

Ten days later, the wagon train rolled dustily into the 
sleepy town of San Diego. Honor looked forlornly at the 
humble cottages and buildings that comprised the village and 
burned to hurry away to the docks to see about booking pas¬ 
sage on a ship bound north up the coast. She could see in the 
bay two tall-masted schooners and was glad that luck was 
with her. From the looks of this village, ships probably didn’t 
stop often. 

She had already bid a tearful and fond farewell to Ron 
Williams and his family, who had turned overland to follow 
the trail with their wagons. Several of the others had also de¬ 
cided this route would be cheaper and only two or three of 
the wagons had gone on to San Diego to seek passage on a 
ship. 

Honor was irritated that Jim and Ella Parsons would most 
likely be on the same ship as she, but hopefully she would be 
rid of them in Monterey. She was sure they would go on to 
San Francisco, where surely the devil’s work was widespread. 

“I’m going down to the docks to talk to one of the captains 
of those two ships,” Honor told Jim Parsons as she went to 
the wagon to get her money. Ella had already gone on to the 
one hotel in the village as her stomach ailment had begun 
troubling her again. 

As Honor jumped down from the wagon, clutching the 
leather sack against her bodice, she noticed the look of sur¬ 
prise the man gave her. 

“Where did you get that money?” he asked suspiciously. 

His brusque manner irritated her and she started to walk 
past him silently, but he flung his arm out, barring her way. 

“It’s none of your business. It’s my money and I intend to 
use it for ship’s passage. Now, if you will step aside—” 

“You had no money when you came to us,” he went on re¬ 
lentlessly as though she hadn’t spoken. “Where could you get 
money between, here and Santa Fe?” And then as though the 
hand of God had touched him, his eyes narrowed, then lit 
with understanding. “Jezebel!” His hand cracked across her 
cheek, causing her to lose her balance and fall against the 
wagon. “You have taken money for your fornication with 
that young man! Haven’t you, haven’t you!” 

She took a moment to clear her head and then glared up at 
him in disgust “I have done nothing wrong in God’s eyes 
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with Ron Williams,” she said tightly. “He gave me the money 
because—oh, it doesn’t matter now. Let me go!” 

His eyes were suddenly crafty. “No, you’ll not pass by me, 
young temptress. That money is not yours. Give it to me and 
I will accept it as offering for your salvation.” 

She looked at him in amazement. “You’ll do no such thing, 
you old fool! I have paid for all my food and board by work¬ 
ing my hands to the bone! If you had made your wife do all 
that I had to for what measly fare you allowed me, she 
would have died on the trail!” 

His eyes blazed at her accusation. “Ungrateful wench! 
Your soul will be damned to eternal hell unless I force you 
on the right path! Give me the money!” 

“I will not! Let me by!” 

With a muttered oath, he slapped her again and before she 
could recover he had picked her up and thrown her into the 
back of the wagon. With the fervor of God in his eyes, he 
leaped up behind her and closed the flap. 

Frightened by the light in his eyes, Honor tried to break 
away, but he caught her arm and turned it up behind her 
back to force her to her knees. 

“We will pray,” he intoned, keeping pressure on her arm. 
Quickly, he took the pouch from her nerveless fingers. “Pray, 
Jezebel, for forgiveness from God!” He pushed her head 
down with his free hand. 

Pain spread outward from Honor’s arm and collected in 
her shoulder. Her outrage was forgotten for the moment as 
she tried to think of a way to get away from this lunatic. He 
was pressing her head down in the attitude of prayer, but she 
was suddenly aware that he was pushing down into his own 
lap. 

“Pray! Pray!” he intoned, keeping pressure on her arm 
while he pushed at her head. 

For a moment, she thought she would faint from the pain 
and the nearness of his sweating body, but suddenly he re¬ 
leased her arm, giving her some respite. When she realized 
why he had released her arm, she felt a wave of revulsion. 
With one hand still on her head, woven into her hair, he used 
his free hand to rip open the buttons of his trousers. Before 
her startled eyes, his rigid organ sprang to life, waving in 
front of her face. 

When she struggled to get away, his hand went back to her 
arm, putting more pressure on it, while he pushed at her 
head, guiding her face toward him. 

132 


Not knowing what he wished her to do, she could only 
close her eyes against the reality of his desire. She felt the hot 
flesh bump her jaw, then her cheek and then nudge insistently 
at her lips. In horror, she realized finally what he wanted of 
her. 

She struggled in earnest, but the pain in her arm was ex¬ 
cruciating. His hand on her head was inexorable, and fruit¬ 
lessly she tried to keep her lips clamped shut, but with an 
exclamation of sheer abandonment, he pushed his organ like 
a spear into her mouth. Horrified, she knelt between his legs, 
hating this man with a strength she had never known she 
possessed. 

Hardly knowing what she did, she reacted in the only way 
she could. With deep and calculating hatred she bit into the 
turgid flesh as hard as she could. He let out a bloodcurdling 
yell and released her arm to clasp his abused flesh. With satis¬ 
faction, she watched drops of blood spread between his fin¬ 
gers and quickly she snatched the money pouch from the 
wagon floor. 

‘‘Don’t try to follow me!” she warned, snatching a knife 
from the box where Ella kept them. “If you do, I swear I’U 
cut it off next time!” 

So saying, she leaped from the wagon and ran down to the 
docks, hearing his oaths and curses behind her. Breathing 
hard, hardly believing what she had just done and said, she 
tried to quiet herself sufficiently to find directions to the cap¬ 
tain’s whereabouts. 

A lone villager, sitting lazily beneath the shade of an ever¬ 
green, pointed in the direction of a tawdry-looking tavern. 
Hopefully Honor walked inside. There was only one man at 
the tables and one at a long bar. She walked to the man’s 
table. 

He was middle-aged, older than Jim Parsons, but her re¬ 
cent experience caused her to view him with distrust. 

“Are you the captain of one of those ships in the harbor?” 
she asked with an edge to her voice. 

He looked up, his wrinkled eyes moving over her thought¬ 
fully. Then he nodded. “Captain Winston at your service, 
ma’am, of the Lucille ” 

Honor breathed a sigh of relief that seemed to well up 
from the very bottom of her vitals. “Captain Winston, I’m 
Honor O’Brien, badly in need of passage to Monterey. Can 
you help me?” 

He eyed her quizzically. “I’m northbound up the coast, 
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ma’am, it’s true, but I’m not used to taking on wild-eyed 
young ladies with no luggage about them.” 

“Please, Captain, the explanation is too long and too com¬ 
plicated to go into now. Just tell me if you will take me 
aboard for gold.” 

His eyes narrowed appreciatively. “For gold, ma’am, I’d 
take the devil himself aboard.” 

She laughed with relief. "Ah, Captain, you don’t know how 
close you came to doing just that!” 
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Monterey was a sparkling gem of a city in that late fall 
of 1857. It lay on the tip of a peninsula that pointed out into 
the Monterey Bay, and Honor could see its gleaming white 
adobe buildings and red-tiled roofs from her cabin as she 
stared eagerly at the sight of land. She was excited and anx¬ 
ious at the same time, wondering what reaction Don Esteban 
would display when she presented herself to him.. 

It was a few hours later that she stood on the pier, anx¬ 
iously searching the small crowd for someone who might 
seem to be looking for her. She had dispatched a short note 
to a small boy who promised to deliver it promptly to the 
hacienda of Don Esteban Sevillas. Whether the boy had been 
telling the truth remained to be seen, for she could only trust 
that he would return with Don Esteban as soon as possible. 

She stood alone in the many-times-washed gray gown that 
was still too short in the sleeves and the equally uninteresting 
poke bonnet, which hid her face from the bolder stares. It 
was humiliating enough to have no luggage with her, no reti¬ 
cule, very little money left—but to appear to have no one 
waiting for her was even worse, especially with the dock- 
hands beginning to edge nearer to her, ogling her shamelessly 
after looking furtively around for her escort 

“Waiting for someone, lassie?” a barnacled old man 
laughed. 

“Yes,” she said in her haughtiest voice, trying to dismiss 
him with a semblance of calm. 

She moved away from the waterfront and toward the dusty 
street, searching for a carriage. She could see that the build¬ 
ings here, which had seemed to gleam with a fresh coat of 
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whitewash from the bay, were dingy gray and some were in 
need of repairs. There was nothing for her to do but start 
walking up the narrow, dusty street hoping to meet Don Este¬ 
ban on the way to rescuing her from her predicament She 
supposed now that she had really not thought about exactly 
how she was going to present herself to a man she had not 
seen for six years and whom she still presumed she would 
marry, despite all that had happened to her. 

The walk up the street gave her time for thought and the 
problem became more wearying as she trodded along. Sup¬ 
pose the boy had lied and only .wished the few pennies she 
had given him for his trouble. Suppose, if he did receive the 
boy’s message, Don Esteban chose to disbelieve him. He 
might think her dead long ago, or perhaps her brother had 
stopped here on his way to the goldfields and told him of her 
disappearance. 

Was she being an utter fool for coming this far, for believ¬ 
ing that everything could go on as before? But after all, what 
else was there for her to do? She couldn’t go back to Charles¬ 
ton, nor could she backtrack over the miles of Indian country 
to St. Louis. There was no one else to rely on. Her brother 
had left her destitute and she was certain she could not fol¬ 
low him, no matter what else happened. The chances would 
be more than a thousand to one that she might find him in 
the wilderness. 

At a street comer, she saw a young woman with a basket 
balanced delicately on her head and she hailed her in order 
to question her. 

"Can you direct me to the house of Don Esteban Sevillas,” 
she asked. 

The girl shook her head uncomprehendingly. 

Honor tried again in a smattering of Spanish. “jLa casa de 
Sevillas , D’onde?” 

The girl smiled and nodded, pointing to the basket on her 
head, which was filled with golden oranges. Then she began 
walking again, leaving Honor wondering what she was doing. 
Then, as the girl looked back and gestured to her to follow, 
Honor realized that she must be on her way to the Sevillas 
house now. What a stroke of luck! Eagerly she stepped beside 
the girl and followed her through the alleyway to what 
looked like the main square of the town. Honor looked about 
her with interest, feeling a little better that she was beyond 
the waterfront She could see an imposing white structure 
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with massively carved stone decorations, above which flew 
the American flag. She pointed it out to the girl. 

“Presido,” she informed her shortly, hurrying on. 

A buckboard was waiting for them at the edge of the 
square with an old man stooped over the front seat, the reins 
held slackly in his withered old hands. The girl chattered to 
him, pointed to Honor and then beckoned for her to get into 
the back of the wagon with her. 

Tentatively Honor nodded and took her hand to help her 
up. “iLa casa de Sevillas?” she asked again nervously. 

The girl nodded vigorously. “Tomas take us there,” she 
said in painful English, putting a thick accent on the words. 

“Thank you— gracias,” Honor said with relief. She sat with 
her back against the side of the wagon, loosening the ribbons 
of the bonnet. 

They were driving away from the town proper, taking a 
dirt road that led west and then turned north. She began to 
feel anxious again, wondering if she had been tricked, but her 
relief was overwhelming when they turned into a wide avenue 
along which grew broad-leafed trees, reminding her a little of 
the plantation drive she used to ride up when she was small. 
The thought calmed her spirit and she eyed the imposing 
hacienda at the end of the drive with a mixture of awe and 
appreciation. It was built in the Spanish style, of course, with 
thick adobe walls, a pale shade of pink, and a red-tiled roof. 
The facade was flat with no veranda as she had been used to 
seeing in Charleston. She suspected there would be a cool, 
tree-shaded patio somewhere in the interior of the house. 

The buckboard stopped in the half-circle drive in front of 
the marble steps leading up to the front door. The old man 
waited patiently while Honor and her companion clambered 
down from the wagon, and then called a signal to the horses 
and drove away to what she presumed was the stables. 

The girl indicated that she would be going around to the 
back of the house—the servants’ entrance. Honor surmised. 
She felt suddenly afraid as the girl scurried away, leaving her 
to raise the massive brass knocker, which fell with a full, rich 
sound against the heavy, iron-decorated oaken door. 

“jS'i?” A gauntly thin, middle-aged woman answered the 
door, dressed impeccably in stiff black bodice and voluminous 
skirt. Her black hair, streaked with silver, was drawn over her 
ears and coiffed severely at her nape. She eyed the young vis¬ 
itor with disdain. 
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“Perddn, senora” Honor got out “I would like to speak 
with Senor Sevillas.” 

“Senor Sevillas cannot be disturbed,” the woman snapped 
back quickly. 

“Please, let me explain,” Honor said just as quickly. “My 
name is Honor O’Brien—you must let me speak to the elder 
senor if—” 

“Don Diego has been dead for nearly a month now!” the 
woman retorted. “I cannot allow you to disturb the senora or 
the senor—” 

She had already stepped inside and was preparing to close 
the door, but Honor would not be denied now. Throwing 
propriety to the winds, she pushed ahead, shaking off the 
woman’s outstretched hand and nearly knocking her down. 
She rushed into the cool, mosaic-tiled hall, wondering what 
she would do now. 

“Senorita! Come back here at once!” shrilled the woman in 
outrage. 

Instinctively Honor headed for the door ahead of her, but 
upon opening it, she found that it led to the patio which she 
had expected earlier. Realizing her mistake, she would have 
turned back, but the housekeeper was right behind her, call¬ 
ing at the top of her voice for help from the menservants. 

“Senorita, how dare you break into this house—” 

Above her head, where a delicate wrought-iron railing trav¬ 
eled the length of the second story, providing a balcony for 
the rooms above, came an unhurried voice of authority. 

“Senora Diaz, what is it?” 

The housekeeper looked up, and following her gaze. Honor 
did the same, encountering the curious glance of a young 
man, perhaps five or six years her senior. His black hair was 
rumpled, suggesting that he had been pulled hastily out of 
bed at the commotion, a fact that was helped by his appear¬ 
ance, shirtless and barefoot. 

“Senor Sevillas, this young woman has pushed her way in¬ 
side like a wild person, insisting on speaking with you!” 

The man laughed, his fingers idly pulling at the moustache 
that grew out on both sides of his face. “A young woman in¬ 
sists on speaking to me—why then send her up!” he com¬ 
manded. “Rita has grown weary of my games.” 

The housekeeper colored with annoyance and gave the girl 
a look of offended superiority mixed with a kind of pity. 
“You heard him, senorita. You may take the stairs at the cor¬ 
ner of the patio to the balcony.” Without another word, the 
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woman retreated quickly, leaving Honor alone with the man 
staring down at her expectantly. 

“Come, come,” he called down to her, scratching 
unconcernedly at his furred chest. “I am curious to hear what 
it is you wish.” 

Dubiously Honor walked to the stairway and ascended to 
the second floor. Could this man possibly be her fiance, she 
thought in a kind of panic. Surely, it had seemed that Don 
Esteban Was much more cultured, colder and, she was sure, 
more mature. Had it only been the visions of her youth? This 
man seemed somehow wild, careless and—yes—dangerous. 

She had come up to him, stopping a few feet away to 
study him unconsciously while he openly did the same to her. 
A white grin lit his dark face, beneath the black moustache. 

“Senorita, I would say, offhand, that you are not a native 
of our fair town,” he offered sarcastically. 

She shook her head. “I—am Honor O’Brien, senor. I— 
have—come a long way.” The words seemed to stick in her 
throat as he stretched his lean, powerful body, his attention 
seeming to waver. 

“Honor O’Brien,” she repeated with more firmness. “Your 
fiancee!” 

His look was one of open curiosity mixed with a kind of 
incredulousness. “My fiancee?” Then he grinned. “Senorita, 
what have I done to deserve this honor?” He laughed at his 
own joke. 

She stamped her foot in growing annoyance. “I am not 
making a joke,” she said angrily. “I am Honor O’Brien. I 
have traveled for a long time to come to you as—” 

His eyes swept her searchingly, lingering longest on her 
waistline. “Senorita,” he began in a complacent voice, “are 
you sure I am the one who has left the child in your belly? I 
swear I do not remember playing with you—and I think I 
would have recalled your face, mi hermosa.” 

She flushed with outrage. “I am not—with child!” she said, 
her temper flaring. “You were betrothed to me six years ago 
when I was 12. My father and yours signed an agreement, a 
formal betrothal which said that we would marry. I have 
come by wagon train from Santa Fe and have only arrived 
today. I had hoped for a more respectful welcome than this!” 

He seemed genuinely surprised. “Honor O’Brien,” he re¬ 
peated frowning. "And you say you are engaged to me?” 

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak. 

He took her hand, a playful look in his soft-brown eyes. 
138 



“Then come and kiss me, lovely one, as a good fiancee 
should.” 

As she gasped for breath, he caught her hand and pulled 
her abruptly against his hard, half-naked body. His full 
mouth was hot and experienced on hers, plundering through 
her stiffened Ups, careless as to her own lack of response. His 
hand "Was strong at the back of her waist, pressing her body 
inward to curve against his own. 

When he finally released her, she was shaking with anger 
and a sensual awareness of him. He recognized her dilemma 
and smiled. “You are a hot-blooded tigress, Honor O’Brien,” 
he said through half-closed eyes. “I would bed you now, for I 
do not think you remained a virgin for me.” 

She stared at him in disbeUef. How had he sensed such a 
thing! What kind of man had her father promised her to? She 
backed away uncertainly. 

He followed her with catlike steps, that uncompromising 
grin on his face. When she had backed herself to the far wall, 
he closed in on her, his hands sure and heavy as they fondled 
her breasts through the material of her bodice. Carelessly he 
ripped at the buttons at her neck, exposing her throat so that 
he could press wet kisses into the hollow of her neck. 

Shaking with reaction. Honor could not move, nor could 
she cry out. This man was like some raving, sexual animal 
who took his lovers as people normally took wine with their 
meals. She was confused—and frightened. 

“Let me go,” she whispered hoarsely. 

“Not until I have tasted your flesh, lovely one. Come with 
me now or I will Ue with you here in front of aU the ser¬ 
vants!” 

He was pressing her down on her knees, his hands heavy 
on her shoulders, when the sound of hurrying feet and the 
housekeeper’s waiUng stopped him. He looked up, releasing 
her so abruptly that she fell backward against the wail. 

Honor could hear in the background the housekeeper’s 
whining voice. “Oh, senor, I did not know. She said only that 
she wanted to see Senor Sevillas and I thought that she 
meant—. Forgive me, senor, your brother forced me to take 
him in while you were away in San Francisco making the ar¬ 
rangements. How could I have known? Oh, senor!” 

“Get out of the way, Marfa, before I lose my patience!” 
roared an angry voice. 

With the speed of an alerted panther, the man who had 
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been about to seduce her only a moment before sped away 
down the balcony with a blown kiss in her direction. 

At the same time, a taller, thinner, older version of him 
appeared in an archway leading to the inside of the house. 
“Jaime! Jaime, you won’t get away this time, I’ll have my 
men hunt you down!” 

The younger man laughed. "Ah, brother of mine, if only 
you had waited a little longer I would have told you what a 
bargain you would have had in this woman who calls herself 
your fiancee. Adios, hermano! Until the next time!” He 
leaped down the staircase at the far end and hiked himself 
over the patio wall and had disappeared within five minutes. 

Bringing herself to her feet, Honor leaned against the wall, 
willing her head to stop its spinning. Had she come to some 
sort of lunatic asylum, she wondered. What in the world was 
happening? 

The man who had entered and saved her from certain rape 
was turning toward her slowly, a look of puzzled wonderment 
on his face. “Who are you?” he demanded harshly, causing 
her to jump in alarm. 

“I—I am Honor O’Brien, senor, and who are you?” she 
asked faintly. 

His face seemed to whiten beneath its tanned exterior, but 
he was able to bow after a moment’s hesitation with a 
smoothness almost inbred in him. “Senorita O’Brien, forgive 
me, I am Don Esteban Sevillas!” 

“What!” She looked at him in surprise. “B-but your house¬ 
keeper, she led me to believe that—” 

“Maria will be punished for her oversight. She should 
have known better. How could a young woman with your ap¬ 
parent breeding come looking for my brother, Jaime?” 

“Your brother!” 

“I am afraid so, senorita. Please accept a thousand apolo¬ 
gies for—his rudeness.” 

Honor felt as though all the breath had left her body, as 
though someone had dealt her a blow on the head from 
which she would never recover. This man, dark and forebod¬ 
ing, was her fiance! And the other—the one that had attacked 
her like a rutting stallion—was his brother!” 

“If he was your brother, why did he run away?” she asked 
suspiciously. 

Esteban laughed harshly. “Because he is a bandido —an 
outlaw. I never allow him in this house, but Maria . . .” He 
left the sentence unfinished, frowning darkly. 
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“Your brother has broken the law!” She couldn’t imagine 
having a brother-in-law who was a fugitive from justice. 

“He is a murderer and a thief,” the man replied coldly. 

A murderer! Honor felt her head spinning, whirling. With 
only the smallest of sighs, she slid down the wall in a dead 
faint. 


Honor had awakened from the faint to find herself en¬ 
sconced in a wide, soft bed, dressed in a silken nightdress 
with the covers firmly tucked under her chin. Maria was 
worriedly bending over her, her stem features pinched by 
fear of what her fate would be should the sefiorita prove to 
have been injured. 

“Ah, sefiorita, thank God you have awakened!” the woman 
breathed with relief. “Sefior Sevillas, he would have whipped 
my scrawny back if you had come to some harm!” 

“Please inform the senor that I am quite well, but terribly 
tired, and I should like to remain in bed and go to sleep,” 
Honor replied shakily, not wishing to have to face her fiance 
so soon after all that had happened. 

“Si, sefiorita, I will tell him,” the woman affirmed, nodding 
her head as she backed out of the room. She stopped for a 
moment and eyed the young girl with a hint of speculation. 
“Sefiorita, you—you will forgive me for my rudeness earlier, 
won’t you?” 

Honor nodded wearily. “Of course, Marfa. How could you 
have known who I was?” 

The woman smiled gauntly. “Gracias, sefiorita, and now I 
will leave you to sleep.” She closed the door after her, leaving 
Honor to close her eyes and try to push all the disquieting 
thoughts from her mind in order to rest. 

She had almost succeeded in doing so when the door 
opened quietly, allowing Don Esteban himself to enter. She 
sat up in surprise, clutching the covers like a frightened vir¬ 
gin, although she truly was upset that she should be subject to 
more questioning—and that he should enter her room with¬ 
out knocking! 

“Sefiorita O’Brien,” he said, testing the name on his tongue 
as he bowed. 
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“Senor Sevillas, I—I must apologize for causing so much 
commotion—” 

He waved aside her protest with a languid hand and seated 
himself in a chair close to the bed. His black eyes moved 
slowly over her with an appreciative air that was lost on her 
as she picked at the cover nervously. 

“You resemble your mother, sehorita,” he commented, 
looking at her over the tips of his long fingers which he had 
formed into a tower. 

“Thank you,” she said uncertainly. An uncomfortable 
silence lasted for a few moments until Don Esteban spoke 
again. 

“I had received word that you were lost, had disappeared 
in Missouri before your brother had had a chance to join a 
wagon train.” 

“Then you have talked to my brother?” she asked eagerly. 

He shook his head. “I received a brief wire from him— 
that was all.” 

“Oh.” Her face fell. 

“What did happen?” he questioned, his eyes narrowing 
slightly. 

“I—I was kidnapped and found myself in a wagon train 
bound for Santa Fe. We—” 

“Kidnapped! By whom, senorita?” he asked smoothly. 

She flushed. “By a woman who wanted me to work for her 
in a house of—prostitution—once we arrived in California.” 

His eyebrow arched with haughty disdain. “Whorehouse?” 
he confirmed. “Senorita, what had you done to merit such 
distinction?” His tone was accusatory and she flinched. 

“Nothing, senor! I was a total innocent and she had me 
drugged and bound and then taken to her wagon with two 
other girls.” 

“I see.” But the way he was looking at her told her clearly 
that he thought she was lying. 

Grimly she continued. “Some weeks out of Independence, 
the train was attacked by a band of Comanche Indians. I was 
taken prisoner along with several of the others.” She hesi¬ 
tated, then plunged on. ‘The son of the chief wanted to make 
me his second wife, but one of the women of the village 
helped me to escape.” 

“And you came all the way from the Indian village to 
here?” he questioned in a mixture of amazement and heavy 
sarcasm. 

“Of course not! I would have died in the desert before I 
142 



even got to Santa Fe, but—but someone helped me get there. 
Then I joined another wagon train to San Diego with a 
middle-aged couple who fed and boarded me in exchange for 
my services.” 

“Your services, senorita?” He was mocking her. “And 
were these services the same ones that you no doubt exer¬ 
cised in the first wagon train?” 

She looked at him aghast. “Of course not. Senor Sevillas, I 
deeply resent such an accusation!” But she couldn’t help 
flushing as the thought of what Jim Parsons had tried to 
make her do rose ugly in her mind. 

As though he could read her mind, Don Esteban leaned 
forward. “You are a lovely young woman, senorita. You can¬ 
not tell me that no tnan molested you in all these months!” 

“What do you mean! I—I survived everything—all of it— 
in order to reach you and fulfill the promise our parents 
made to each other! How dare you question me so—so Inti¬ 
mately!” 

“I dare, senorita, because I have every right, as your 
fiance, to find out what manner of woman it is that I am 
bound to.” He leaned back in his chair, regarding her flushed 
face. “You talk of being with the Comanche—I am well 
aware what they do to their women prisoners. As for the man 
who helped you get to Santa Fe—are you trying to make me 
believe he did it out of the goodness of His heart?” 

She crimsoned and shook her head wordlessly, dropping 
her eyes at the intensity of his gaze. 

“And what payment did he exact, senorita?” the don con¬ 
tinued smoothly. "Your virginity, perhaps?” 

Honor stared in surprise at his bluntness, thinldng how 
alike he and his brother were, although this one preferred 
words to deeds. 

Don Esteban was rubbing his jaw now, thinking to himself 
as he watched the young girl in front of him with interest. 
She was, he could tell even through the rather disheveled ap¬ 
pearance, a very beautiful young woman. 

“How old are you?” he asked suddenly. 

“Eighteen,” she whispered, deeply ashamed at his previous 
probing. 

“Eighteen,” he repeated to himself. Marianne Gordon was 
eighteen, he thought, but she was still a Dresden doll, an un¬ 
touchable figure, well protected by her father’s wealth and 
her mother’s impeccable breeding, He wondered idly if she 
would have been able to survive the desert, Indians and a 
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man’s lust to get to her fiance. Probably not, he thought cyni¬ 
cally, then brushed thoughts of her from his mind. His prob¬ 
lem now was how to deal with this extremely delicate 
situation without endangering his own position. If this young 
woman found out that he was already affianced to another 
girl, after all she had been through, there was no telling what 
she might resort to. He had a feeling that she would exact re¬ 
venge for his having dishonored their marriage contract. 

“Senorita O’Brien—may I call you Honor, under the cir¬ 
cumstances? I would have you call me Esteban.” At her slight 
nod, he continued, "I must allow you to refresh yourself. 
Forgive me for neglecting your personal comfort, but I must 
admit all of this has come as a complete surprise to me.” 

“Of course,” Honor agreed, but wondered at the same time 
why he had put her through such verbal torture. What sort of 
man was he really? Then, remembering her own manners, she 
said softly, “I am sorry to hear of your father’s death, Este¬ 
ban. Maria told me—” 

“Yes, it was a long illness,” he said shortly. 

“And your mother?” she asked, finding it hard to under¬ 
stand this strangely indifferent man who was her fiance. 

He shrugged. “She is not well, but it is a different ailment.” 
He touched his head meaningfully. 

He studied her a moment more, then stood up. “I should 
leave you to sleep now, Honor. I think it would be better to 
leave more talk for the morning.” He leaned over and, to her 
surprise, kissed her briefly on the forehead. “Good night.” 

“Good night,” she said softly, watching him walk out of 
the room, closing the door firmly behind him. 

Outside her bedroom, Esteban Sevillas felt a twinge of lust 
followed by a coldhearted, practical thought of how to get rid 
of her before his soon-to-be in-laws found out about her. It 
would be easy enough to keep her presence from his own 
mother, and the servants knew they would be punished 
severely if any indulged in idle gossip or speculation. But the 
girl herself? What to do with her? 

Marianne and her parents would be arriving from San 
Francisco in two weeks’ time to prepare for the wedding fes¬ 
tivities. He had insisted that the ceremony take place at his 
ancestral home, but now he wished that he had let her have 
her way and had the marriage take place in San Francisco. 

He walked to his study and seated himself in his favorite 
armchair, allowing himself the soothing effect of a cheroot. It 
helped to relax him as he thought of solutions to his 
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dilemma. Needless to say, he had been shocked at the wire 
from her brother a month ago. But it had suited his plans 
perfectly, for he had really been hoping to extricate himself 
from the marriage agreement as soon as he had gotten word 
that the O’Briens were now virtually penniless. He hadn’t 
counted on her showing up like this. Of all things! How 
many women would have made it, with or without help! Cer¬ 
tainly not Marianne Gordon, or any of the other women he 
had known and used for his own purposes^ 

But now, he was not in a position to enjoy this unexpected 
delicacy dropped into his lap. He would not have married her 
in any case, since she was, after all, soiled goods, but he 
could have toyed with her, enjoyed her until he was finished 
with her. His black eyes gleamed and he stroked his 
moustache thoughtfully. There still might be a way to taste a 
little of what might have been his—and still could be if he 
was careful. 

Walter Gordon, Marianne’s father, was not a man to be 
treated lightly, for all his pomposity and big talk. He was 
largely, if not solely, responsible for Sevillas’ own good for¬ 
tune this past year. He had been dangerously close to losing 
the hacienda, his lands and his fortunes because of the fact 
that he had inherited everything under the Spanish-Mexican 
occupation of California. 

California had been declared a state seven years ago and 
the Sevillas had held on only by the skin of their teeth. Last 
year, there had been grumblings by some of the United States 
citizens, wondering why the Mexicans were allowed to keep 
much of the land they had held before the occupation. The 
Sevillas family had been under attack by the American land- 
grabbers and it had been by the hasty, if somewhat under¬ 
handed method of becoming engaged to the daughter of one 
of the most influential men in San Francisco that Esteban Se¬ 
villas had managed to secure his holdings. By marrying an 
American, he was ensuring his own good fortune. 

His father had abhorred the idea of voiding the honorable 
contract he had made with James O’Brien, but they already 
knew that he had died and Esteban had proceeded to per¬ 
suade his father that the contract was no longer viable. His 
father, weakened by his illness, had made little protest when 
his son had gone ahead and arranged for the marriage to 
Marianne Gordon. 

Sevillas had never dreamed that the girl and her brother 
would come all the way west by themselves. And that she 
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had, ultimately, come alone—she was truly a remarkable 
young woman! 

He frowned and drummed the arm of the chair with his 
fingers. His wedding to Marianne was scheduled for the first 
of December. He had less than a full month to figure out 
what to do with Honor O’Brien. The task would be worthy of 
all his talents, but he was sure he would t hink of something. 



Honor had bathed and changed into a soft robe that be¬ 
longed to Esteban’s mother. She felt much better this morn¬ 
ing after having eaten a light breakfast. Die room she had 
been given was beautifully appointed and a far cry from 
what she had been used to of late. She almost smiled at the 
incongruity of this room in comparison to the Indian lodges 
she had shared, first with Magda and then with Katala and 
Lianna. God, but it was good to have survived it all and 
come home at last. 

If she was anxious over Esteban’s lukewarm reception of 
her, she was determined not to think about it now. Of course, 
it was a shock to him and—her frown deepened—he seemed 
concerned that she was no longer pure, but there were still 
many things she had to offer. She had learned many things in 
these past months—how to be independent, to cook, to be re¬ 
sponsible—things she had never been required to prove as the 
spoiled daughter of a Southern gentleman. 

In her feeling of happy lassitude, she felt positive that she 
would be able to work things out. Esteban would never regret 
marrying her. That she vowed. 

She had washed her hair and was fluffing it out languor¬ 
ously, brushing it dry in front of the window as the mid¬ 
morning sun streamed prettily on her upturned face. She 
made a very fetching picture to Esteban Sevillas as he opened 
the door soundlessly, unannounced, and stood garing covertly 
at her for a moment before knocking on the panel. 
b Honor called for him to come in, turning around to catch 
him looking at her with a kind of arrogant superiority that 
troubled her, although she wasn’t sure why. For a moment, 
she could have sworn that he looked something like Brice 
Devlin when he— But now she had to stop thinking about 
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Brice, she chided herself. She couldn’t compare her fiance to 
Brice Devlin, the accomplished seducer, the notorious rene¬ 
gade! She shook her head to forcibly push out the notion. 
Nevertheless, she was nonplussed at having Esteban continue 
to step into her room without calling first for permission to 
enter. 

“Good morning. Honor,” he greeted her, bowing formally. 

Honor noted the well-fitted suit of dark-blue broadcloth, 
the frilled, linen shirt, crisply starched. It made his skin seem 
darker by contrast and the black hair reminded her unac¬ 
countably of another’s night-dark hair against the collar of 
his shirt. 

“Good morning, Esteban,” she answered, putting the brush 
down and turning fully to face him. 

Esteban Sevillas could see, in one all-encompassing look, 
the honey-gold of her magnificent mane of hair, the emerald- 
green of her eyes, narrowing a little as they tried to guess the 
purpose of his visit, the perfection of her peachlike skin ex¬ 
cept for the sprinkling of freckles that served to make her 
look younger than her eighteen years. The curves of her fig¬ 
ure were outlined through the material of her robe as the sun 
filtered through it, making him quite sure that she would fit 
perfectly into his arms. He could already feel stirrings of 
desire. He was certainly not the man who would deny himself 
the pleasure of a woman. 

“Is everything satisfactory?” His voice was husky, already 
unconsciously growing more intimate as he anticipated her 
surrender. 

“Yes, thank you,” she answered. She moved away from the 
window and seated herself next to the dressing table. “I must 
put my hair up, Esteban, or what will you think of me?” she 
asked teasingly, trying to lighten the atmosphere. 

“It looks lovely down. Honor.” 

She blushed. “Thank you.” 

“Do not be embarrassed at my compliments, my dear. Af¬ 
ter all we will soon be joined in marriage, will we not?” 

She nodded, then glanced up at him shyly. “Esteban, there 
are so many things I feel compelled to tell you. I—” 

“Not now, Honor.” He took a step toward her, his eyes 
black and piercing in his lean face. 

For some reason, Honor wished desperately to run away 
from him. His eyes gazed so coldly at her as though antici¬ 
pating that she would disgrace him. Was he so angry about 
her losing her virginity—so angry that she had managed to 
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stay alive, despite having lost it? She shivered and looked 
away from his penetrating stare. 

“Esteban,” she said as lightly as she-could, “I must get 
dressed now. I—I would like for you to show me the house,” 
she reminded him. 

He started, then smiled politely. It amused him to think 
that she felt so firmly entrenched that she could give orders 
to him already. He looked forward to ending her illusions, 
but not quite yet, he thought. 

“Of course. Honor. I will await you,downstairs. I believe 
my mother is about your size and I have taken the liberty of 
providing you with a few dresses until you are able to have 
some made.” 

“Thank you, Esteban, and—you will thank your mother 
for me?” 

He nodded, although he had no intention of doing so. His 
mother was not right anymore. Her mind wandered too much 
for her even to hold a conversation with him. Besides, he 
doubted that the two women would meet. 

He left her alone, calling sharply for a maid to come and 
help her. The maid, dark and pert, couldn’t possibly have 
been more than fifteen years old. She curtsied swiftly to the 
don, avoiding his eyes, then introduced herself to the young 
woman who was watching her with a kind expression. 

“Are you to be my personal maid, Elena?” Honor asked 
pleasantly, as the girl laid two dresses on the bed. 

“Si, senorita, as long as you wish.” 

“You are very young,” she continued idly. 

The young girl blushed as she smoothed the skirt of the 
gown Honor had chosen to wear. “Si, senorita. The senor, 
Don Esteban, has done many things to help me learn to im¬ 
prove myself.” This last was said with a trace of bitterness. 

Honor detected it and watched the girl covertly in the mir¬ 
ror as she helped her to pile the heavy honey-gold mass of 
hair on top of her head. “Do you enjoy your work here, 
Elena?” 

The girl dropped a pin nervously and quickly retrieved it 
to hide her agitation. “Si, senorita, I am—grateful to the 
senor for all he has done.” 

Honor decided that this girl might prove to have some use¬ 
ful information. She was at a loss as to how to deal with her 
fiance and she wanted to know something about him. “Elena, 
you may speak frankly with me. Is life here at the hacienda 
easy?” 
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The girl shrugged carefully. " Si , when Don Esteban is 
away in San Francisco much of the time to visit his—” she 
stumbled over the word and quickly recovered—“his business 
friends. But he can be—he can be—” She started at the 
sound of footsteps in the hall. Quickly she finished the hairdo 
and went to the bed to get the gown in order to pull it over 
Honor’s head. 

<e Yes, Elena?” Honor prompted, feeling as though the girl 
were about to admit a confidence. 

“Nothing, senorita. Don Esteban provides for us all very 
well.” 

The girl stubbornly refused to say more even when Honor 
prodded her outright. Reluctantly Honor allowed her to leave 
after buttoning her gown. The girl must have been told to say 
nothing, she reasoned, else why would she appear so upset at 
almost divulging something of interest It was absurd really! 
Why should Esteban seek to hide anything from her? 

She was surprised to see her fiance awaiting her on a 
bench in the upper hall. “Don’t you trust me to find my way 
downstairs?” she chided him, hoping to keep the atmosphere 
light. 

He laughed. “Certainly I did not want you to get lost” he 
returned, bowing and taking her hand in his. “My mother’s 
gown suits your coloring perfectly. Honor. I am glad you 
chose that one.” 

“Thank you,” she said, coloring at the compliment. “I 
should like to meet your mother as soon as—as soon as you 
feel she is up to it. She will be informed of my arrival?” 

He smiled easily. “Of course, of course. But come, let me 
show you something of the house and the grounds. Do you 
ride?” 

She nodded eagerly. “Oh, yes. It has been ages since I’ve 
really ridden, and the idea sounds wonderful.” 

“Good. We will ride this afternoon after lunch and tonight 
I have ordered a fiesta to celebrate your arrival. There will be 
wine and music and much revelry. You will enjoy yourself. 
Honor” 

She took his hand delightedly, looking forward to the eve¬ 
ning, unaware of the wicked sparkle in the don’s eyes as he, 
too, looked forward to the night’s festivities. 

Honor could hear the soft strains of guitar and violin from 
the window of her room that evening as she prepared for the 
entertainment. A party frock had been hastily altered for her, 
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and she now examined herself in the mirror with it on, 
pleased at the effect. It was of shimmering turquoise taffeta, 
the bodice cut very deep, baring the upper half of her 
breasts, her shoulders and her arms, and the skirts very full 
worn over a horsehair crinoline. The constricting garments 
felt odd after she had gotten used to so much freedom of 
movement and she found herself practicing how to walk in 
them as though she had never worn such clothes before. Per¬ 
haps the oddest feeling was from the lace-embroidered corset 
that pushed her breasts up high and whittled her already wil¬ 
low-slim waist until her breathing was nearly constricted— 
that and the white pantalettes that reached to her calves. She 
felt as though she must be wearing fifty pounds of clothing 
and hoped that the feeling would go away as the evening 
wore on. Really, she hadn’t realized how she had almost been 
totally ruined by those savages! 

She noticed that the girl who helped her dress was someone 
else, and wondered what had happened to Elena. Perhaps she 
had complained to Esteban about her mistress’ stubborn curi¬ 
osity and had asked to be replaced. Honor frowned at the 
thought, hoping she had not gotten the girl in any trouble. 

But Elena was soon out of her mind as she descended, the 
staircase on the arm of her fiance, who looked splendid in a 
black frock coat and striped stock that accentuated his tall 
lean build. He wore diamonds at cuffs and shirtfront and she 
was more than proud that this elegant man had been 
promised to her as a husband. It was easy to forget the ear¬ 
lier unpleasantness of their meeting. She had carefully re¬ 
frained from mentioning his brother again and he had not 
asked her anymore of her adventures on the Santa Fe Trail. 

Theirs was an uneasy truce, though, as she heard him intro¬ 
ducing her to the few guests as a very old acquaintance. She 
would have liked to ask him immediately why he didn’t intro¬ 
duce her as his bride-to-be, but after the introductions he ex¬ 
plained smoothly to her that the guests were no one 
important, only the servants and a few sharecroppers. He 
added that he was going to have a more gala affair to intro¬ 
duce her to his intimate friends and the important people of 
the town. Although Honor still felt miffed at his reasoning, 
she allowed him to go on with the charade. Certainly there 
was nothing else she could do! 

Outside in the courtyard, torches flared as long tables were 
set up for the food. As the major ranchero in these parts, the 
Sevillas family had always held fiestas for their people and so 
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no one thought it odd that Don Esteban had ordered an im¬ 
promptu affair tonight Honor was unaware of the curious 
stares among those gathered or the whisperings as to what ex¬ 
actly her position in the house would be. Never before had 
Don Esteban brought his mistresses so openly into public. He 
preferred to seduce the younger serving girls and keep them 
for a time before hungering for the high-quality kept women 
of San Francisco, which was only a three days’ ride. 

There was an odd assortment among the guests—from 
cowhands to serving wenches to Maria Diaz, the formidable 
housekeeper who no longer seemed so formidable to Honor. 
She spied her sitting alone under a lighted torch and resolved 
to go speak to her to lighten the dour look on her face. But 
before she could do so, Esteban caught her hand and pulled 
her over to where a space had been deared for the dancing. 
Several couples were already clapping and twirling in the old 
folk dances of Spain. The contradanza, the jota, the bamba 
were executed with more enthusiasm than style and when Es¬ 
teban pulled her into the circle, Honor laughingly tried to fol¬ 
low the steps, dipping and twisting, flinging back her head 
and snapping her fingers with the rhythm of the music. 

The music became faster as skirts twirled, allowing flashing 
glimpses of bare legs, and men threw off their jackets to 
dance in their shirt sleeves as sweat beaded their brows. 
Honor laughed and clapped and drank the wine that Esteban 
pushed into her hand. Her hair was f alling from its pins, her 
dress was damp with perspiration as her lips parted revealing 
her even, white teeth. She turned, laughing, to say something 
to Esteban, and then her face froze and her eyes widened in 
shock. 

Standing not ten feet away from her, an infuriating smile 
on his handsome face, was Brice Devlin! 

“What is it, my dear?” inquired Esteban easily. “You feel 
unwell?” 

“N-no, Esteban, I—I thought I—’’ She shook her head, at¬ 
tempting to regain her composure. “Nothing.” She drank the 
wine in her glass in one gulp, causing her eyes to smart and 
her head to spin for a moment 

“Querida, you really have had too much to drink for the 
time being. Let me take you to your room,” Esteban said 
with soft expectancy. 

“No, I think I just need to sit down,” she said, moving to 
an iron bench beneath the spreading branches of an old cot¬ 
tonwood tree. “Go on and dance, and I will watch you for a 
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moment,” she urged him, scared to death that Brice Devlin 
would come up to confront hen She glanced uneasily behind 
her, but he had disappeared. 

She sat folding her hands, trying to quiet the pounding of 
her heart. How could he possibly be here, now? He should be 
in Santa Fe, or with Katala! Not here! How dare he come 
into her life again when she was about to become the wife of 
one of the most respected men in Monterey! Her concern 
gave way to anger as she thought of Brice deliberately trying 
to spoil her wedding. He was just the scoundrel to do it! And 
she had almost thought—had almost forgiven him for having 
taken advantage of her weakness in the Indian camp! 

She tried to remember. Had she told him the name of her 
fiance? She did recall she had told him what her destination 
was, but could it be mere coincidence that made him turn up 
here tonight? And why was he here? Surely Esteban would 
have mentioned a guest 

When her fianc6 returned to her side, she was fanning her¬ 
self furiously, for she had caught sight of Brice Devlin again, 
his arm casually about the shoulders of a young Mexican girt 
She pointed her fan discreetly in his direction. 

“Esteban, who is that man over there?” 

He looked over unconcernedly. “Why do you ask, querida? 
Has he done something to offend you?” 

She shook her head unsteadily. “He—he looks something 
of the desperado, a renegade—an outlaw, perhaps. I don’t 
think he should be here!” 

Esteban laughed as though she were a child and didn’t un¬ 
derstand the ways of men. “Honor, I think he is only having 
a good time. Perhaps he will drink too much tonight and then 
I shall have the servants send him home to his quarters.” 

“His quarters?” 

“Yes, I have hired him only this afternoon as a vaquero.” 

At her dubious look, he explained with a condescending 
grin. “A vaquero—in your language, querida , a cowboy. You 
will have no cause to meet him if he displeases you, as he 
will be out on the range during the day, but I have invited all 
of the vaqueros to the fiesta tonight.” 

“I—I see. He is an American, is he not?” she asked, trying 
to keep her voice calm. 

“Yes, I think so, although he does not act like most 
gringos—forgive me, querida , I did not mean an insult to 
you,” he hastily amended. 

She smiled weakly, hardly hearing him. All her attention 
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was on Brice Devlin as he leaned toward the servant girl and 
whispered something in her ear. The girl laughed and 
nodded, then went to join another beckoning vaquero on the 
dance floor. Honor watched as Brice Devlin’s silvery-blue 
eyes followed the dancers unconcernedly. He was dressed in 
typical cowboy attire—black pants, dark-blue shirt with a 
black vest, and kerchief knotted casually at his throat. His 
black hair seemed a little shorter than she remembered it and 
he had shaved off the beard he had been growing, but had 
kept a neatly trimmed moustache that seemed to Honor to 
draw attention to the full, sensual lips. She remembered those 
same lips on her own and looked away quickly, fearing that 
he might turn and catch her staring at him. 

But her curiosity impelled her to find him again a little 
later in the evening and anger bubbled nearly to the surface 
as she spied him walking away from the patio with the same 
serving girl he had been talking to earlier. She told herself 
she was being foolish to get angry over such a trifle. He was 
nothing to her anymore—had only used her body for his own 
gratification. Whatever tender feelings there may have been 
between them were one-sided on her part. The thought that 
she had actually told him she loved him galled her so that she 
ground her teeth in irritation. 

“Querida, I think you must be tired,” Esteban was saying 
as he caught her arm possessively, causing her to swing 
around to face him. ’‘Come, let me escort you to your room.” 

Honor would have protested, but his grip was strong and 
she really hadn’t the heart to remain any longer at the fiesta. 
She allowed him to lead her upstairs, hardly aware of him, 
her concentration on Brice Devlin as she fumed at the turn 
of events. 

“Honor, you have not listened to me,” Esteban was saying 
chidingly as they entered her room. With the snap of his fin¬ 
gers, he dismissed the servant girl who had been waiting to 
assist Honor to undress. The girl hurried out of the room, 
closing the door behind her. 

“What? Oh, I’m sorry, Esteban,” she said contritely. “I was 
thinking of—of the arrangements that will have to be made 
for our wedding.” 

He knew she was lying, but couldn’t pinpoint the reason 
for her inattentiveness. Surely she couldn’t be homesick. Had 
one of the servants filled her mind with gossip? He frowned 
and stepped close to her. 

“Do not bother yourself with trifles.” he commanded 
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softly, pulling the light shawl from her shoulders and 
throwing it carelessly on a nearby chair. “Come here to me. 
Honor, I have not yet greeted you properly.” 

His arms went tightly about her, swinging her around to 
press her body against his own. After a slight hesitation. 
Honor dutifully lifted her face for his kiss. She was not 
prepared for the sudden plunder of her mouth as he forced 
her lips open and scoured the interior of her mouth with his 
tongue. She pushed at him to release her, but was aware of 
his hands on her back, pulling at the fastenings of her gown. 

Freeing her mouth, she gazed up at him in surprise. “Este¬ 
ban, what are you doing!” she cried. “Please let me go. How 
can you try to take liberties when the banns have not even 
been published yet?” 

He looked at her incredulously, and she thought he was 
about to burst into laughter, but with an effort he controlled 
himself. “Querida,” he said gently, “I would think you would 
wish to show your affection for me. Do not deny me now,” 
he urged. 

Her eyes widened. “Esteban, you actually expected me 
to—to go to bed with you before our marriage?” 

He could not believe her indigant reaction. How many 
men had she already lain with, given her body to? And now 
she dared, to refuse him! It was inconceivable, but he could 
feel the fenseness in her body, the tightening within her that 
told him clearly she would not receive him without a struggle. 
Esteban Sevillas had never had to fight for a woman. The 
young servant girls he took, especially those under sixteen, 
were in awe of him, did what he wished without question, as 
though they were blessed to be allowed to please him thus. 
The high-priced women in San Francisco were professionals 
and, if they had seemed coy, it was always part of an act 
which ultimately ended in bed. Marianne Gordon—she was 
in a different class, an untouchable now, but once married, 
she would do her duty as a wife and accept him whenever he 
desired. Already she had allowed his hands to please her, al¬ 
though she would not let him enter her yet. He ground his 
teeth in frustration that this little American chit should defy 
his desires. 

“Please, Esteban, I am tired and I would like to go to 
bed.” Honor looked at him steadily, sensing only dimly the 
struggle within him. 

Finally, he let her go reluctantly, touching her lips with a 
brief kiss. “Querida, I—you must forgive me for my 
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hastiness. You spur my desire with your beauty and I forgot 
myself.” He leaned closer and whispered caressingly, “You 
make me yearn for the wedding night, my sweet.” He was 
satisfied at her shiver of anticipation and released her slowly. 

After bowing to her, he quit her room, standing for a mo¬ 
ment in the hallway, trying to regain his control. The servant 
girl he had dismissed earlier had remained in the hall and his 
eyes beckoned her imperiously. She came to him, her head 
bowed in abject submission. 

“Were you, perhaps, listening at the keyhole?” he de¬ 
manded in Spanish. 

The girl shook her head quickly, her eyes downcast. 

Esteban regarded her for a moment. He thought he re¬ 
called having taken her already, but she was young and lithe 
and her hair was long and thick. Shrugging, he caught her 
hand and led her down the hall to his own room, pushing her 
roughly inside so that she tripped and fell on the floor. 

“No, do not get up,” he said, excitement in his voice, as he 
ripped at his own clothing. “Only lift your skirt, chica, and 
spread your legs for me.” 

As the girl obeyed and turned her face away, he knelt on 
the floor and plunged into her body, .finding the solace he 
needed so badly after that cursed little chit had defied him. 
There would be, he decided coldly, time to enlighten her 
later. 


Jiuenty-one 

Honor breakfasted with Esteban early the next morning. 
She wanted to know more about the circumstances of Brice 
Deylin’s hiring, but knew it was foolish to arouse her fiance’s 
curiosity. 

“Your home is truly lovely,” she commented, referring to 
the tour of the house he had given her the day before. “How 
large are the grounds?” 

“Two Spanish leagues,” he said, then at her confusion, 
“Nearly ten thousand acres of land, querida.” 

“You must employ a great number of—vaqueros for so vast 
an estate, Esteban,” she continued. 

He nodded. “Almost two hundred men to ride the range 
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boundaries, herd the cattle and keep off vandals,” he said 
with little interest. 

“Two hundred! But there weren’t nearly that many here 
last night for the fiesta,” she went on, fishing for any details 
of Devlin’s whereabouts. 

“I did not invite all of them, my dear,” he said condescend¬ 
ingly. “I doubt that you would be interested in some of 
them. They are half-enslaved Indians, mestizos and poor 
Mexican half-breeds. Not the sort for you to have to enter¬ 
tain.” 

“I see—but then, the ones who were invited must be on a 
slightly higher level?” 

“Si, they sleep in the bunkhousp a few yards behind the 
stables. They are the men I rely on to keep the peace among 
the illiterates.” 

Honor finished her questioning, wondering whether or not 
she really wanted to talk with Devlin. She was burning to ask 
him why he had chosen this rancho to find work—why he 
even wished to work at all! She was sure that Esteban did not 
pay his men well—and Brice had never seemed the type to 
put hims elf under another man’s authority. She couldn’t un¬ 
derstand it—if she hadn’t known him better she might have 
thought he had followed her. 

Their breakfast was interrupted by the majordomo, who 
doubled as Esteban’s personal valet, bringing in a salver upon 
which rested a crisp white note, scented, Honor noticed sniff¬ 
ing appreciatively, and immediately she wondered who could 
have sent it. She was not to be enlightened by her fiance, who 
read the note quickly and folded it into his pocket. 

“Good news?” she inquired curiously. 

He shrugged. “Business, my love. I must go to San Fran¬ 
cisco on a—legal matter. I hate to leave you, querida, but I 
may be gone all week. Do you mind?” 

Honor seized at the chance to get away from Devlin ea¬ 
gerly. “Of course not, Estenban. Why couldn’t I go with you? 
Oh, I would so love to see San Francisco!” Her eyes sparkled 
like emeralds as she leaned forward eagerly. 

Esteban groaned inwardly. Dios , when she looked like that 
with her lovely face shining, he was hard put to keep himself 
from ripping the clothes from her body. Could he take her to 
San Francisco? But how could he when Walter Gordon had 
insisted upon him coming to straighten out last minute details 
of the marriage contract? Marianne had written him, asking 
him to come as soon as possible, “for Papa’s wishes and 
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mine,” she had said. He knew he would be spending a great 
deal of time with her—he couldn’t leave Honor in the hotel 
room, she would begin to wonder. No, he couldn’t take her. 
It would be stupid! 

“I’m sorry, querida . Although I would love to take you, I 
will be tied up every day with these legal matters and 
wouldn’t have the time to show you the city. Of course, I 
wouldn’t allow you to sightsee alone. You do understand? I 
promise you that after the wedding I will take you there on 
our honeymoon.” The lie came so smoothly to him, he sur¬ 
prised even himself. 

Her disappointed face hid her panic at being left alone 
here while he was away. They had had only two days together 
and she felt as though she needed more time to get to know 
this strange man. She was afraid, too, that his brother might 
decide to pay another visit when he heard that Esteban had 
gone back to San Francisco. She shivered at the thought of 
that animal, that murderer coming near her again. And then 
too, there was Brice Devlin, who must have seen her last 
night—who would know that Esteban would be gone. 

“Oh, Esteban, must you go now?” she asked desperately. 
“We—we haven’t even read the banns in the church yet. We 
really haven’t discussed a date for the wedding. I haven’t met 
any of your friends—what will they think if they come to 
caU and they find me here?” 

He patted her hand reassuringly. “I will send a few of my 
servants over to the closest rancheros, telling them I will be 
away on business. Do not worry about discovery, my dear.” 

She blushed. “I didn’t mean it like that,” she amended 
hastily. 

He smiled. “I realize that you are still nervous. I promise 
that as soon as I return things will be straightened out.” His 
eyes gleamed at the thought. 

“All right,” Honor sighed at length, “but I will be lonely 
until your return, Esteban.” 

Her fiance had been gone seven days and Honor felt as 
though she would go mad if she remained in the big house 
another minute. She had resolved not to set foot outside its 
walls, as a protection to herself, but found that her voluntary 
incarceration was preying too much on her nerves. She 
longed to get out in the beautiful autumn weather, to ride a 
little, observe the people and lands that would soon be hers to 
share with her husband. There was no one to talk with in the 
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house, for the serving girls kept their distance and Marfa 
Diaz was endowed with an unusual reserve that allowed no 
companionship. 

She was sitting listlessly in the front parlor, curled in a 
chair reading, when she thought about Esteban’s mother, 
whom she had never seen. She had wondered if the old 
woman really existed, then chided herself at the idea. Esteban 
wouldn’t lie to her about such a thing. Possibly she was con¬ 
fined to one of the rooms on the third floor, which was sel- 
dom used. Getting out of the chair, Honor resolved to go and 
find the woman herself. Perhaps she was lonely too and they 
could comfort each other. 

Instinctively, she knew that Maria would disapprove of 
her actions and so she checked first to see where the house¬ 
keeper was. She found her in the kitchen supervising the 
cleaning of the wine cellar, which would keep her occupied 
for hours. Resolutely Honor made her way upstairs to the 
third floor. 

Once there, she stood at the end of a long hallway, on ei¬ 
ther side of which doors were lined—six on a side. She 
opened the first to find old furniture stacked inside. The sec¬ 
ond, third and fourth doors revealed guest rooms which 
needed only new linens and a good dusting to make them 
livable. At the fifth door she tried, she was surprised to see a 
collection of paintings and artifacts, some of which looked 
very old. Curiously she studied a portrait of a regal-looking 
lady, her black hair swept up grandly with a diamond comb. 
A silver lace mantilla spread outward from the comb in the 
Spanish style, covering the woman’s shoulders. Her black eyes 
looked imperiously down from above the thin, straight nose 
and her lips were folded into a thin, almost arrogant line. She 
seemed truly formidable. Inscribed on the frame was the 
name Yolande . 

Passing out of the room, Honor went to the last door on 
that side and turned the knob. 

‘‘Who is it?” called a harsh voice. 

Honor jumped at the human sound and peered into the 
semi-gloom. “Who—who is there? Senora Sevillas?” 

“Of course it is, you fool,” came the voice again. “Have 
you brought more tea?” 

The voice came from the depths of a curtained bed and 
Honor stepped hesitantly over to it. “I am not a servant, 
senora. My name is Honor O’Brien, engaged to your oldest 
son, Esteban. Has he not told you about me?” 
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“What? What did you say? Come here, young woman, and 
let me look at you.” 

“First let me open the drapes, senora, for I doubt that you 
can see anything in this gloom,” Honor replied with spirit. 

“Impertinent, too!” cried the senora, but with a hint of 
amusement in her voice. “I amply must tell Diego about this. 
Have you met my husband yet?” 

Honor shivered. The woman did not know her husband 
was dead? Or, perhaps, she refused to know. She walked, to 
the bed to draw back the bed curtains and gasped in surprise. 
This was Yolande, she was sure of it! But—how different 
from the portrait in the next room. Only the diamond comb 
and the silver mantilla had brought the likeness to her mind. 

Yolande Sevillas was now only a wasted old woman, al¬ 
though she hadn’t thought her this old. She looked nearly 
eighty with her white hair and paper-thin, wrinkled skin. Her 
eyes were cloudy, no longer the piercing black of her youth. 
The imperious look was only a travesty of her former youth. 

“So, you say you are Esteban’s bride,” the thin lips were 
saying. “Young woman, you can’t fool me. I know my son’s 
appetite for the female sex. Another doxy, I’ll be bound!” 

Honor flushed in embarrassment, but reminded herself that 
the woman was not herself. “It is true, senora, I am to be 
your daughter-in-law.” 

“Pah! How can this be when Esteban has already dressed 
me up once and allowed me downstairs? You are not the girl 
he introduced me to! Go away!” 

“Senora, perhaps you only thought—” 

“Don’t you tell me what I thought, young woman,” she 
said regally. “My son tries to tell me I think things that I do 
not see, or that I do things I don’t remember, but he tries to 
make me believe I am crazy.” 

Honor was at a loss, realizing that she should not have 
come up here on her own. Esteban had been right to keep the 
old woman away from her. The poor thing was out of her 
mind. To think that Esteban had already introduced her to 
his betrothed—when how could he have? She tried to soothe 
the woman by patting her reassuringly on the hand. Instantly 
Dona Yolande snatched her hand away suspiciously. 

“You have come to steal my jewels, haven’t you? Ah* now 
I know who you are—a thief! Leave me or I shall call out 
and you will be killed!” She put her hand protectively over 
the glittering diamond comb in her hair. “Diego!” she 
screamed. “Diego, help me!” 
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Honor backed away, afraid that if the servants came they 
would wonder at her presence up here. “No, senora, please 
do not alarm everyone. I am not a thief. If I were, I would 
not have stopped to talk with you,” she said reasonably. 

The old woman hesitated, then nodded. “Si, you are 
right.” She took her hand away from her head and played ab¬ 
sently with her beringed fingers. “You—you must forgive me, 
my dear. I am—I have not been well for a long time and I’m 
not used to—to having visitors.” 

“Perhaps if I came another time for a visit—” Honor be¬ 
gan, feeling pity for the lonely woman. 

“Oh, yes, yes! But do not tell my son. He thinks I am 
crazy and he is afraid that I will hurt myself, he says.” 

“Don’t worry. He is away in San Francisco and he will not 
be back for some time.” 

“Ah, he must be visiting his betrothed. She is a lovely girl, 
my dear, really. Oh, not as lovely as you—I can’t understand 
what you are doing here if Esteban—” 

“Dofia Yolande, I think I had better go now,” Honor said 
firmly, “but I promise to come up tomorrow and visit a little 
longer.” She did not care to hear about Esteban visiting his 
betrothed in San Francisco, even though she knew he had 
gone on business. 

“Well then, go if you must, my dear,” the old woman 
sighed. “But do not forget me tomorrow.” 

“I won’t,” Honor said firmly. She took the wrinkled hand 
and pressed a kiss to it. 

The woman seemed pleased at the gesture and she smiled 
softly at the young girl. “If only Esteban could find such a 
one as you to marry,” she said brightly. “He chooses too will¬ 
fully.” 

Honor smiled and left the room. Outside in the hall, she 
wondered what to do next. The visit to the mother of her fi¬ 
ance had only made her more restless, longing for Esteban to 
return quickly. She walked downstairs to her room and paced 
to and fro for nearly an hour, wrestling with herself, wanting, 
on the one hand, to go riding, and on the other, to keep away 
from any place where Brice Devlin might be. 

Finally, her restless nature took over and she called for a, 
serving girl to help her change into a riding habit. There had 
been little time to have anything appropriate made up, but 
she had altered one of Yolande’s gowns, dividing the skirt so 
that her legs had more freedom of movement. The short 
jacket was half-sleeved, allowing the softer material of her 
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blouse to show to the wrist. The servant girl divided her hair 
on either side and pulled it back in a ribbon, allowing the 
long tail of honey-gold to cascade down her back. 

Eager now, determined not to think of what might happen 
should she meet Brice Devlin, she hurried out to the stables 
to ask one of the grooms for a horse. The man looked at her 
doubtfully. 

“Cdbdlo” Honor repeated insistently, pointing to a lovely 
white mare that seemed as eager as she for a ride. 

The man shook his head. “No caballa” he proclaimed. 
“Senor Sevittas no estd aqw.” 

Honor felt her temper rise at this oaf who refused to 
saddle a horse for her. “Saddle that white mare or I will 
saddle her myself!” she ordered angrily. 

He shook his head once more and they stared at one an¬ 
other furiously. 

Going to where the livery was kept, Honor began to take 
off one of the saddles, a bridle and bit and walked back to 
where the man was regarding her stupidly. 

“Stand aside, I am going to saddle her myself.” 

His dark eyes flashed, but he dared not touch her. “Puta,” 
he hissed. 

Honor hadn’t the slightest idea what the word meant, but 
she was sure that it was meant as an insult Disregarding him, 
she heaved the saddle onto the mare and tightened the cinch. 
She put the bit between its teeth and placed the bridle over 
its head. She had never before saddled a horse herself, but 
she was so angry, she was determined that she would not ask 
for help. Hoping that she had done everything correctly, she 
led the mare out of the stall and outside where the mounting 
block was. She already knew it was useless to ask for a leg-up 
from the groom. She could only comfort herself with the 
thought that as soon as Esteban returned, she would inform 
him of the man’s disrespect and see that he was punished 
properly. 

Mounting the mare, she realized too late that she had 
saddled her with a man’s saddle, but she was determined not 
to go back into the stables to make a fool of herself. Besides, 
she did have the divided skirt and could ride astride if she 
had to. She urged the horse forward with her heels, the action 
reminding her suddenly of when she had ridden astride with 
Brice Devlin. Truly, if she had had her way, she would have 
ridden astride with Esteban, but he had assumed that she 
would ride as a lady should and had ordered a sidesaddle put 
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on her horse. Not for anything would Honor have brought up 
the fact that she was more used to riding astride now. 

She headed the horse in the opposite direction from the 
bunkhouse, leaning far over the animal as it stretched out, 
feeling the power in the little mare’s long legs. She had 
chosen well, and for a moment, she wondered that Esteban 
hadn’t let her ride the mare before. She would be sure to ask 
him for the horse for her own as soon as he returned. 

It was glorious, riding on the surefooted mare, the wind 
and sun beating against her body. She felt the restless feelings 
begin to leave her and she cried out with joyful delight as the 
mare jumped over a screen of bushes. It was almost like fly¬ 
ing for the tiniest moment. 

Off in the distance, to her right, she caught sight of a 
group of men riding herd on grazing cattle. Abruptly she 
veered to the left in order to avoid them and headed for a 
wooded area which would shield her from inquiring eyes. She 
slowed the mare down, trotting it toward the copse of trees. 
She wished she had brought some food along, for it would 
have made an ideal place for a picnic. Then she laughed at 
the foolish thought—a picnic, with no one else along? Still, 
she would remember to suggest it to Esteban when he re¬ 
turned. 

She was abruptly brought out of her daydreaming by the 
sound of hooves behind her. Curious, she turned her head 
and saw a horseman approaching. She wondered idly if he 
had news from the rancho—perhaps Esteban had returned al¬ 
ready! She guided her horse under a tree to wait for the Ca¬ 
ballero. From this distance, she could see that he was dressed 
in the style she had become used to seeing—the wide- 
brimmed hat, held by a thong under the chin, the striped 
serape thrown carelessly over one shoulder, under which was 
worn a full-sleeved shirt and dark trousers, belted tightly at 
the waist. Calf-high boots were worn to protect the legs. 

The mare had begun to graze idly and Honor was patting 
her neck, watching the man come closer. Only then did the 
idea come to her. Putting her hand to her mouth, she jerked 
at the bridle, causing the mare to jerk her head up angrily. 
Trying to recover herself, Honor dug her heels into the 
mare’s flanks and turned her into the trees. Who else would 
come riding after her, she thought furiously. Why hadn’t she 
realized it? Now he was too close, and she knew that he 
could catch her easily. Desperately she weaved among the 
trees, hoping to lose him. Too soon, though, the wooded 
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cover disappeared, leaving her stranded on flat grassy land 
which sloped gently upward to a hill. 

Determined that Brice Devlin should not catch her, Honor 
leaned low over the mare and guided her up the hill. From 
the top, she turned around and could not see him. Relieved, 
thinking she’d lost him in the woods, she cantered along the 
ridge of the hill until she came to a small valley, carpeted 
even this late in the year with blue and gold meadow flowers. 
Enchanted, Honor began negotiating the hill carefully. She 
would rest for an hour in this little valley where she was sure 
she would not be disturbed. 

As the mare slipped down the hill, Honor felt the cinch 
beneath the mare’s belly giving way. With a cry, the saddle 
slipped and she was thrown to the side, thinking that she had 
not tightened the cinch enough—but soon there was no time 
to think of anything but catching herself in the fall, for now 
she was rolling down the hill, unable to get any leverage to 
stop herself. 

Helplessly she rolled to the bottom of the hill, lying quietly 
as the dizziness made her head spin. She closed her eyes 
tightly and tried to sit up, but fell back. A nagging pain in 
her right ankle made her clench her teeth. 

“See what happens, senorita, when you try to run away 
from me.” 

Putting a hand to her forehead to shade the sun from her 
eyes. Honor looked into the sun-browned face of the man she 
had been trying to avoid. His silver-blue eyes deepened in 
mockery and his mouth was grinning impudently in a way 
that made her grind her teeth helplessly. 

“Let me help you up,” he was saying, trying to keep the 
laughter from his voice. 

“No, thank you!” she shouted at him angrily. “I am quite 
capable-—” She winced as she raised herself on her elbows. A 
small pain shot up her ankle as she tried to move her legs. 

“You’ve hurt yourself, you little idiot!” he exclaimed an¬ 
grily. “Be quiet or I’ll leave you here!” 

“Someone would come looking for me,” she said haughtily. 
“I’m sure by suppertime—” 

He looked at her and she thought she saw pity in the sil¬ 
ver-blue eyes. 

Gritting her teeth against the pain, she sat up and leaned 
forward to massage the injured ankle. “I’ve only twisted it,” 
she said. “You—you may go. I don’t need you.” 

He laughed, a mixture of contempt and more pity that she 
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couldn’t understand, but knew she hated coming from him. 
“You need me more than you think, little fool,” he said in an 
undertone, his hand brushing hers aside as he felt along her 
ankle. 

“Don’t do that!” she commanded. 

He ignored her, sliding up her gown a little and taking off 
her riding boot He felt along her ankle and calf and pro¬ 
nounced, “I don’t think you’ve broken anything. It may be 
only a small sprain.” 

“You see,” she said in exasperation. “I’ll be all right. Now 
please leave before someone comes by and sees us. They 
might tell—’ 

“No one will come by and find us here. Honor. And who 
would they tell? The senor of this estate? He is away—on 
business, is he not?” 

“But when he returns, you can be sure I will tell him what 
you have done,” she snapped. “You will be lucky to leave the 
hacienda in one piece.” 

He laughed disdainfully. “What have I done, Honor? So 
far, I have only been playing the Good Samaritan.” His eyes 
narrowed reflectively. “Perhaps you were hoping for more?” 

She flushed. “How dare you! It—it was bad enough to 
have to put up with your—your mauling when you had me 
under your control, but now, I won’t stand by and let you 
think you own me!” 

He was laughing in earnest. “Honor, I seem to recall that 
you didn’t mind being ‘mauled* at the time.” 

“Oooh! What else could I have done? I had to pretend 

His hands caught her arms and made her look up at him. 
She could see the silver-blue of his eyes, deepening until they 
seemed like blue smoke. “You had to pretend to love me,” he 
said quietly. 

She turned her eyes away from his look—so different, 
somehow—searching, yet guarded. Taking a deep breath, she 
regained her composure enough to face him. “I—I didn’t 
know what I was saying,” she said in a low voice. 

The blue smoke in his eyes seemed to freeze and his face 
hardened. “I'll tell you what you said. Honor O’Brien. You 
said you loved me.” 

She struggled and broke free of his hands. Angry at his 
probing, angry at herself for provoking this meeting, she 
glared at him, ready tp fight. She had to protect herself, she 
had to retain some measure of her own self-respect. If he 
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ever thought she had meant those words, he would use her 
and use her until he was finished. 

“My emotional outburst then was that of a child,” she 
snapped sharply. “I—thought I was supposed to say that I 
loved you to make everything that had happened right. I was 
only deluding myself and you! The—words—meant nothing 
to me.” It cost her an effort to say that and she refused, to 
look him in the face, afraid that he might read her inner 
struggle. 

He whistled softly and pushed his hat back on his head. 
She didn’t see the look of regret that appeared briefly on his 
features, only to be pushed firmly aside, replaced by a cynical 
disdain at his own gullibility. “You almost had me fooled, 
Honor,” he said caustically. 

“The renegade, Brice Devlin, admitting to being a fool!” 
Honor laughed harshly, determined to break off any ties be¬ 
tween them with her cruelty. “How was it that you let an un¬ 
tried virgin turn your head?” 

She was trying to get to her feet, to test the strength of her 
ankle, when she felt him catch her leg and puli her roughly 
beside him. She was flat on her back, staring up into his furi¬ 
ous face. “That’s mighty funny, Honor, coming from you. I 
mean, you call me a fool when you can’t see the trick that’s 
being played out right in front of your nose.” 

“What do you mean?” she demanded, trying to raise up on 
her elbows. 

He forced her prone again and held her arms down while 
he leaned over her, the cruelest look she had ever seen on his 
face. “I mean, little fool, that your fiance is passing you off 
as his puta to die whole ranch.” 

Honor remembered the groom in the stable using that 
same word in reference to her. “I don’t know what you’re 
talking about,” she said haughtily. “I’ve never heard the 
word.” 

He laughed. “Well, you’ll be hearing it quite often around 
here, no doubt,” he returned sardonically. “It means ‘Whore’ 
Honor. Whore! That’s what your station is in the eyes of ev¬ 
eryone on this ranch—including your erstwhile fianc6!” 

She flushed and then whitened, freeing one hand to slap his 
cheek. “What are you saying? You don’t know what is be¬ 
tween Esteban and me! We—we are to be married very soon. 
When he returns from San Francisco—” 

“Ah, yes, the city where his true fiancee lives,” Brice inter¬ 
jected, hurting her wrists as he pressed on them. She could 
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see the imprint of her palm, pale against his brown skin. 
“Senorita Marianne Gordon, the daughter of a wealthy 
speculator who came to California on the tails of the gold 
rush, I’ve heard. You’d be surprised. Honor, how the ranch 
hands love to gossip, almost as bad as the kitchen help.” His 
eyes raked her cruelly, “They’ve got bets going on how long 
you’ll be around to amuse the senor until he tires of you—as 
he has of every other puta he’s brought here.” 

Honor wished she could make him stop—make him stop 
telling these lies! They were lies, weren’t they? She remem¬ 
bered her visit to Esteban’s mother, when even she had as¬ 
sumed that Honor was only another in a long line of 
available womenl The thought shamed her to the bone that 
the woman had thought her a prostitute. Hadn’t she even 
mentioned already meeting Esteban’s betrothed! And she had 
thought it only a crazy wandering! Could Brice be telling her 
the truth? 

‘‘You—you must be lying,” she finally said shakily. “Brice, 
I can’t understand why—why you would—how you could be 
so mean to me,” she continued. 

The trembling voice cut Devlin to the quick, but he 
couldn’t afford to go soft toward her, he told himself stiffly. 
She had already proved what a bitch she could be, how she 
could make him feel worse than a fool for thinking that 
she—ah, what the hell! If she was only a puta, he could think 
of a few things to reduce her to just that in his own eyes. 

One hand slid up her arm, pulling up the sleeve of her 
blouse. His fingers caressed her skin, while his other hand be¬ 
gan to unbutton the front of her riding jacket. 

Honor, realizing suddenly what he wanted of her, struggled 
to free herself. He pulled her jacket apart and his hand fas¬ 
tened on the softer material of her blouse, ripping the buttons 
off with his impatience. It was easy for him to pull down her 
chemise with one quick swipe, uncovering her breasts to his 
gaze. 

She would have screamed for help, but his hot mouth cov¬ 
ered hers, forcing it open, caressing her tongue with his own, 
sending shivers of awakened sensuality coursing through her. 
She stopped struggling, her arms going around his neck as 
she sobbed once in despair at her own weakness. 

Brice, aware of her quick surrender, lost himself In her 
flesh, feeling the texture of her breasts against his palms as he 
kissed her open mouth. Impatient to claim her more fully, he 
pushed the divided skirt down to her ankles and then threw it 
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to the side, tossing her chemise after it. His silvery-blue eyes 
blazed with liquid fire as he looked at the perfect body laid 
out beneath him for his pleasure. Her breasts were not large, 
but they fit his hand completely, and he could feel the stiff¬ 
ened points stabbing his palm eagerly. 

Softly, he let his hands slide down her ribs to her waist, 
then downward across the gentle swell of her belly and the 
honey-gold curls that gathered between her legs. Her thighs 
were firm, smooth, and the muscles jumped beneath the 
quivering skin as he caressed them. 

“Honor, Honor,” he breathed in her ear, his hands contin¬ 
uing to caress her, bringing small shivers and little cries of 
pleasure from her. “Why do we fight this thing between us,” 
he went on, kissing her cheeks, her eyes, her lips. 

He felt tears as he kissed her cheeks again and glanced 
down at her in surprise. “What is it?” 

She sobbed and shook her head vehemently. “Nothing, 
nothing, Brice. Don’t stop,” she begged him brokenly. “Don’t 
stop now—I couldn’t bear it.” 

Her admission startled him. Had she been lying before 
when she had denied feeling something for him? When she 
had said she loved him, had she really meant it? Or, and his 
brow furrowed, could it be that she enjoyed the act of sex so 
much because she had become used to it under Esteban’s 
tutelage? The thought made him grit his teeth and push her 
thighs apart with rough impatience. 

Despite his roughness, though, her arms entwined them¬ 
selves around his neck, pulling his face down to hers as she 
kissed him softly. Groaning inwardly with his own need, 
Brice lowered his body to her eager one, feeling her clasp 
him tightly as her legs rode high on his waist. 

At his first thrust. Honor had to stifle a cry that bubbled in 
her throat. She felt as though the breath had been pushed 
from her body, but as he continued she relaxed against him 
and let her passion take over. Their kisses were as hard and 
thrusting as the movements he made inside of her. Their pas¬ 
sion took them on wings and they soared high above every¬ 
thing but the deep need they held for each other. Honor 
wished that he would never stop, never leave her, but as they 
struggled together to reach the peak of their sexuality, she 
thought she could not stand it if he didn’t finish soon. Her 
back was arched, fitting her body tightly to his. 

“Oh, Brice,” she whispered brokenly, “I am a fool.” 

He was beyond hearing her though, for he could not get 
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enough of her warm, slick wetness, her hands pulling him 
against her silken skin, her mouth responding to his kisses 
with a passion that overwhelmed them both. 

Honor felt him exploding inside of her at the same time 
that a delicious feeling of satiety overwhelmed her. She 
shivered and clutched him tighter, closing her eyes as the in¬ 
tensity of their shared passion flowed around them, then, fi¬ 
nally, ebbed and receded. 

Wearily she turned her head to face him, aware of their 
perspiring bodies, their ragged breathing. She arched her neck 
and caught his mouth with hers as she kissed him deeply. 

“Brice, I—” 

His mouth silenced her. “Not a word, Honor. Just—say 
you’ll come with me.” 

For the first time, she caught a note of sincerity in his 
voice. He wanted her! Wanted her enough to take her with 
him, wherever he was going! And she realized that she didn’t 
care where he was going—where they were going—as long as 
they would be together! 

Thoughts, doubts all flew from her mind as she contem¬ 
plated being with this man who, despite everything, wanted 
her with him. 

“Yes, Brice, Til come with you,” she murmured softly. 

He relaxed against her and kissed the tip of her nose. “I 
can’t promise you that it will be like this always," he cau¬ 
tioned, feeling as though he ought to warn her before she put 
her life in his hands. “Honor, I can’t honestly say that I love 
you. I’ve put up this hard shell around me and I’ve never 
wanted to remove it before. You’ll have to put up with me.” 
He grinned teasingly. “You know full well, we’ll still fight” 

She laughed softly. “We’re both stubborn, Brice, but I want 
to come with you. Whether or not Esteban is truly trying to 
trick me or not, I can’t stay with him when I feel this way 
about you.” ' 

“What way?” he grinned again, catching a gold curl in his 
fingers and letting it slide softly through. 

She blushed. “My God, after what just happened,” she be¬ 
gan to fume, then realized he was teasing her and shook her 
head ruefully. “You’re right,” she went on, “we’ll still fight.” 

He stood up and brought her up to stand against him. She 
laid her head on his shoulder, unmindful of her nakedness. 
There was no one to see but their two horses, who were graz¬ 
ing placidly nearby. 
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“When shall we leave?” she asked, feeling nervous at the 
thought of having to confront Esteban. 

“Tonight,” Brice said firmly. 

“But Brice, I can’t just leave without—without telling him 
why!” she objected. 

He shrugged. “You can tell him in a letter,” he said. 

“But—but what if all the talk about his having a fiancee in 
San Francisco is just—gossip! What if he really intends to 
marry me—in good faith!” 

Brice’s dark brows arched sarcastically. “Honor, he never 
intended to marry you,” he said, being harsh because he real¬ 
ized she needed that now. “He only wanted to use you. After 
all, he thought you were dead. What would have stopped him 
from becoming engaged to someone else?” 

She could see file logic of his words and nodded slowly. 
“All right, then, Brice, but I—” 

“Come on and get dressed,” he said brusquely, reaching 
for her clothing. “You’d best ride back alone and gather your 
things.” 

“I—have no things,” she said forlornly. 

He sighed impatiently. “Just take what you’ll need for a 
few days. I’m sure Esteban won’t begrudge you that much.” 
He helped her to dress, after dressing himself, and gave her a 
hand up to her horse. 

“When will you come for me?” she asked, and he was 
pleased by the tenderness in her tone now. 

“An hour after sundown. Everyone will be eating and you 
can ask for a tray to be brought to your room, then slip 
away. I’ll wait for you at the end of the stableyard.” 

“All right,” she agreed. She bent down and kissed him, 
then pushed her heels into the mare’s flanks, guiding her up 
the hill, out of the valley. 

As she reached the crest of the hill, she thought she saw a 
flash of color disappear into the wooded area she had come 
through before. For a moment, she felt an icy shiver of dread 
run down her spine and she turned to go back down and tell 
Brice of her suspicion that someone might have been spying 
on them. But Brice had already reached the other side of the 
valley and was circling around, ostensibly to go after straying 
cattle so as not to alert anyone. 

Shaking off her fears, Honor resolutely pushed the mare 
down the hill and through the woods, peering through the 
trees for sight of anyone watching her. But there was no one 
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that she could see and decided it must have been a brightly 
plumaged bird she saw flitting through the branches. 

Her thoughts turned toward Brice and a smile lit her fea¬ 
tures. God, she did love him, she thought happily. Despite 
what she had tried to make him believe, she really did love 
him—and she was sure that she could make him love her. Al¬ 
ready, the battle was half won. 

She noted that the sun was nearly sitting on the horizon 
now and realized that she wouldn’t have much time to com¬ 
plete her preparations. Wistfully she wished she could go up 
and say goodbye to Yolande, but realized that there would be 
no time for it, and she would probably be attended by a ser¬ 
vant with her meal anyway. 

She urged the mare faster now, her mind on what lay 
ahead of her. Thinking of Brice nearly took her breath away. 
He was surely the handsomest, the most daring, the most in¬ 
telligent of men, she thought dreamily. She felt it would be 
easy to let him, strong and experienced, take control of her 
life from now on. 

She rode into the stable, calling sharply for the startled 
groom to attend to her horse. She hurried into the hacienda, 
passing through the cool patio and upstairs to her own room. 
She had just begun to tear off her riding habit when a sixth 
sense made her swing around swiftly, 

“Honor, mi chica,” came the caressing voice of Esteban Se- 
villas. 

Honor stared at him as though he were some evil appari¬ 
tion looming before her. “What—what are you—doing here?” 
she asked with an effort, her voice coming through choppy 
and hardly audible. 

He smiled at her, his black eyes going over every detail of 
the tom gown, her tumbling hair and flushed face. “Why, 
this is my home, senorita. I have a right to be here.” 

“I mean—I didn’t expect you home so soon,” she amend¬ 
ed, taking control with strength she drew from somewhere. 

He laughed. “I thought to surprise you, querida ” He 
paused. “It seems that I have.” 

She colored. “You—must excuse me, Esteban. I will get 
out of these clothes and join you in the dining room in an 
hour or so.” 

“Yes, do get out of those clothes, querida” he agreed 
silkily. 

She stopped at the look in his eyes. “If you will excuse 
me?” 
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He laughed again as though delighted at her innocence. 
“Honor, querida, you have no secrets from me, do you?” 

She glanced inquiringly at him. “Esteban, I could ask the 
same of you,” she said smoothly, countering him at his own 
game. 

He had the grace to pale, but then he smiled, once again in 
control. “Of course I have no secrets from you, querida* but 
some things I may choose to reveal to you later—for your 
own good.” 

Honor would have retorted something, but realized that 
she was wasting time standing here talking to Esteban. She 
suspected now that he had been lying to her about his pur¬ 
pose in going to San Francisco. Something about him—every¬ 
thing about him—suggested the ferret or the fox, outwitting 
the slower hound. She knew a moment of unease as he 
walked toward her. 

“Come, come, Honor. Change your gown and join me at 
the dining table. If you loiter here much longer, I will think 
you have other things on your mind.” His black eyes gleamed 
like cold, polished onyx. 

“Then leave the room, Esteban,” she commanded softly, 
“so that I can refresh myself.” 

He chuckled and came even closer, causing her to take a 
step backward. His eyes were dangerous now and she could 
see no mercy there. 

“We are to be married soon, querida,” he said just as 
softly. “Surely there can be no embarrassment between us 
now. Many couples introduce each other to the pleasures of 
the marriage bed—before they are married.” His eyes slid 
meaningfully down her body and Honor cringed. 

“Esteban,” she said as steadily as she could, “please get out 
of my room. I should not like to have to call for assistance 
when—” 

“Assistance from whom, chica?” he said and now the dan¬ 
ger was in his tone of voice, challenging her—and with an 
awful dread, she knew that she had not seen a bird in the 
woods earlier, but one of his men, sent out to look for her. 
He must have told Esteban about her and Brice. But surely 
he had not been close enough to hear their promise to meet 
tonight and go away. She must get rid of Esteban some¬ 
how—to give her the time she needed to meet Brice. 

“All right,” she said with resignation in her voice. “If you 
wish to bed me, Esteban, I will not keep you out, but only let 
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me have something to eat first. And wash up. I would not re¬ 
ceive you like this.” 

Watching her, Esteban had to admire the way she fought 
for control. Did she think he did not know she had already 
given herself to one of his hands—a common vaquero! Did 
she think he would wish to mix the seed of a Sevillas with 
such common scum? He stared at her accusingly and his nos¬ 
trils quivered. He did not know yet why she had coupled with 
the man. but he would find out soon enough, he thought 
gleefully. 

“As you wish, querida he said, bowing and backing 
toward the door. “I will expect you within the hour.” 

Honor nodded shortly and waited until he had shut the 
door and she could hear his footsteps going down the hall. 
Panic threatened to reach up and engulf her as she frantically 
thought of how she would meet Brice without giving Esteban 
time to catch them. He knew that they had been together this 
afternoon! For a moment, she thought of telling him that she 
knew of his deception and had decided to leave him without 
compromises on his new marriage contract. She would get 
out of his life and they could both find peace with their new 
partners. 

But somehow she knew that he would not let her go so eas¬ 
ily. There was a cruel streak in the man that genuinely 
frightened her. He would go to great lengths to gain revenge 
for a dishonor done to him. 

Of course, she had no intention of meeting him in the din¬ 
ing room. Once there, it would be too difficult to get away 
and she would have to think of some vague excuse which Es¬ 
teban would see through immediately. 

“Oh, God,” she whispered softly to herself, “why did this 
have to happen?” 

She didn’t bother to change, only threw cold water over 
her face and braided her hair quickly in one thick tail to 
keep it out of the way. She made a compress by soaking a 
few handkerchiefs in the wash water and packing them 
beneath her riding boot against her twisted ankle. It throbbed 
a little as she walked and she didn’t want the pain to impede 
her in her escape. 

Softly she walked to the door and peered outside. As she 
suspected, a servant was lolling uneasily in the hall awaiting 
her appearance. Biting her lip in frustration, she went to the 
other side of the room, which opened out onto the balcony, 
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leading down into the patio. She chose this route as she could 
see no one about. 

Moving swiftly she crouched close to the balustrade and 
found herself in the interior courtyard within a few minutes. 
She circled through the greenery until she came to the gate 
which led outside the house to the grounds. Quickly she 
slipped through, realizing that very soon, Esteban would have 
someone come for her as he would wonder at her tardiness. 

It took her only a moment to orient herself outside, and 
she made for the stables with all speed. Her heart was 
bumping fearfully against her ribs and her breath was coming 
in gasps. She searched the area, straining to see the tall, lean 
figure of the man in whom she had placed all her faith. 

With a sigh of relief, she saw him, leaning against the 
stables, calmly smoking a cheroot. Rushing forward eagerly, 
she nearly fell into him. 

“Oh, Brice! Esteban, he knew about us today in the 
meadow. He knows—he knows about you and me—what we 
mean to each other. Vm afraid he’s going to try to stop us!” 

He turned to her sharply and she wished she could read 
the expression on his face. “How could he have found out 
about us, Honor?” he asked her calmly. 

Surprised at his self-assurance, she burst out. “He had a 
man follow us. A spy! And—and Esteban has returned only 
this evening from San Francisco. Oh, Brice, why are you 
standing there? Hurry!” 

“I’m afraid, senorita, that there is no longer a need for us 
to hurry,” he stated flatly. And then in a low, intense voice, 
“Honor, why didn’t you leave well enough alone? Why did 
you have to betray my trust like this and tell him!” 

“What—what do you mean?” She gulped audibly. “I never 
told him—” 

For the first time, she noticed that Brice was standing with 
a tenseness that she hadn’t sensed at first. If he was this wary 
of something, why did they stand here, talking nonsense and 
wasting time? 

Impatiently she caught his hand. “Come on, Brice, do you 
have the horses ready?” 

“Honor, there is no longer any need to finish our chaTade,” 
he said bitterly, jerking his arm away from her grasp. 

“Our—charade!” What was wrong? “Brice, Esteban is in 
the dining room this very moment awaiting my presence 
and—” 
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"Why did you have to tell him?” he whispered viciously 
again as though he hadn’t heard her words. 

Suddenly a dark shadow stepped from behind the end of 
the stable wall. Honor tensed and gathered her strength in or¬ 
der to break away, but she realized that Brice had not moved, 
had not given her any indication that he was concerned. 

“Ah, querida , as you can see I went on with dinner with¬ 
out you.” 

“Esteban!” Honor thought she was going to faint. 
“What—” 

" Chica , as you can see your confession earlier—’ 

“My confession!” she cried. She turned swiftly to Brice’s 
impassive face. “Brice, what did he tell you?” 

“Only the truth,” Sevillas cut in viciously. “Your tearful 
confession, how your upbringing forced you to tell me you 
were going to run away with him out of spite because you 
thought I was to be married to another:” 

“Brice, I—” 

“I almost forgot,” Brice said quietly as, at Sevillas’ nod, 
four men came out of the shadows to hold him, “that you 
were only a woman.” 


Jwenty -two 

Honor had been locked in her bedroom, after screaming 
and struggling in Esteban’s grasp as he half-dragged her back 
to the hacienda. In her room, she faced him, her anger rais¬ 
ing her voice to near-hysteria. 

“What will you do with him? What are you going to do to 
him?” 

He smiled coldly, a reptile’s smile. “Nothing—for the mo¬ 
ment, chica. I have instructed my men to lock him up in the 
bam for tonight. I believe it will do him good to think about 
what may happen to him tomorrow.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“We Spaniards are not known for our leniency when some¬ 
one has gravely dishonored us,” he explained patiently. “The 
man has had carnal relations with you, querida. He has dared 
to take my woman—” 

“I am not your woman,” she spat at him, her eyes flashing 
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like emeralds. “You never had any intention of marrying mel 
I was only to be your—your puta!” 

He smiled at her bravado. “I’m glad you understand the 
word, querida. It will help you to understand your position.” 

“I will not stay here! I am leaving tonight!” she an¬ 
nounced. “You cannot hold me!” 

“If you go now, I promise you, your lover will bear your 
punishment tomorrow. Can you bear to think of him without 
that part of him which you seem to love?” His cruel taunt 
took her breath away. 

“You would kiU him?” 

He shrugged. “Not quite, chica. I could have my men cut 
his manhood from him and then bury him to the neck in the 
sand so that the worms could eat at his wounded flesh.” He 
smiled darkly. “He could possibly live through it. He seems a 
strong man.” 

Honor screamed in abject horrow. What sort of devil was 
this man? 

“Those blue eyes of his—no doubt they helped to attract 
him to you in the first place. I could slit his eyelids and leave 
him staked out in the sun for the vultures to—” 

“Enough! Why do you torture me with this?” 

“Because, chica, I want to see you squirm. I want to see 
you repay me just a little for the dishonor you have done 
me—for the humiliation you have caused me in front of my 
servants, chattel which must not be allowed to laugh at me 
behind my back!” 

“Pride! Your pride has been hurt! And for that, you.would 
torture a man who has done nothing to deserve such hatred! 
Punish me, instead, and release him.” 

He shook his head. Then the black eyes glittered as though 
a new plan had formed in his mind. “Beg me to punish you, 
chica —and perhaps I will consider it” 

Honor reared back, her own pride bubbling to the surface. 
“You devil! You snake! You—” 

“Spare me the words of your hysteria, chica ” he said in a 
bored tone. He turned to leave the room. 

“Where—where are you going?” 

‘To check on my prisoner—and then I will return, my 
sweet, to see just how well you can beg.” 

And so he had left her. Honor had roamed about the room 
distractedly, her mind crying out at the injustice that had 
been done. How could this have happened? She realized that 
she herself had placed Brice in his present danger because of 
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her deep-seated desire to see him. If only she hadn’t gone rid¬ 
ing! If only she hadn’t given in to her passion! And then, to 
see the accusation in his face, in his voice! Sevillas had lied 
to him—had made him believe that she had gone to him and 
confessed everything—a feminine weakness that Brice would 
consider a test of her love for him. She had failed the test! 

Restlessly she stalked back and forth across the room, star¬ 
ing out the window into the garden below, wishing that some¬ 
how she could get to Brice—tell him what had really 
happened. But she already knew she would not be given the 
chance. The only thing she could do was submit to Sevillas* 
demands and hope that he would not injure Brice too badly. 

Perhaps if he released Brice, after feeling his pride as¬ 
suaged, Honor could meet him later. Yes, that was the best 
plan, she thought. She held onto the idea desperately, willing 
herself to believe in it. 

She had succeeded in calming herself sufficiently to face 
Sevillas* sneer as he returned to the room, locking the door 
carefully behind him. She knew already what he would re¬ 
quire of her and she was prepared to let him make love with 
her—anything to free Brice from his evil intent. 

From beneath his coat, he produced a bottle of wine and 
set it carefully on a low table. He had stuffed two glasses in 
his coat pockets and poured die wine into them slowly. Impa¬ 
tient at his deliberateness, Honor turned her back on him. It 
was meant as a snub, but it allowed him to pour a powder 
into her wine which dissolved on contact He allowed himself 
a smile as his victory came closer. 

“Your wine, chica ” he said with a note! of affection. 

“I am not thirsty, Esteban,” she shot back. “I only wish to 
conduct our—business and be done with it.” 

“Our business! My dear, what kind of blackguard do you 
think me? Do you believe I would take a woman against her 
will? Take her only as a recompense for another man’s 
crime? Come, come, have a drink with me and then we will 
talk.” 

Reluctantly she sipped at the wine. He seemed to be wait¬ 
ing for her to finish it before speaking and so she downed the 
rest quickly in one gulp. She coughed slightly and then lev¬ 
eled her green gaze at him haughtily. 

“Good, my dear. Now, I want you, first, to tell me how it 
is that you know this man.” 

She hesitated, but realized it would do no good to lie. Per¬ 
haps she could appeal to him somehow. “When I was cap- 
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tured by the Comanche, this man was a part of that tribe. 
He—he took my virginity as payment for helping me to es¬ 
cape.” 

“But you told me that an old woman of the tribe helped 
you to escape,” he reminded her sharply and Honor cursed 
herself for forgetting what she had already told him. 

‘That’s right,” she admitted, “but then he—he helped me 
to get to Santa Fe. He saved my life.” He had saved her life, 
she reflected, and now it was her turn to save his. “When we 
reached Santa Fe, we parted. I had no idea that he would 
come to this rancho to hire himself out.” 

Thoughtfully Sevillas stroked his moustache, watching the 
girl’s face, looking for signs that the drug was beginning to 
work. “Perhaps he followed you,” he suggested. 

She shook her head and was amazed at the effort it cost. 
Her limbs seemed to be melting like that time when Pearl 
had— She looked over at Esteban, her eyes widening. 
“You—you drugged me,” she said. 

“Only a little, chica, not enough to put you to sleep. Only 
to make you submissive to me.” He stood up and began to 
take off his clothes. 

Horrified, she watched him until he was naked. She seemed 
not to be able to take her eyes away. A languor was seeping 
through her veins. She seemed to be on fire and there was a 
strange tingling between her legs. 

Sevillas stood before her, lean and brown, his male desire 
obvious to her dilated eyes. Slowly, with infini te patience, he 
began to undress her, making her stand before him as he 
stripped the clothing from her heated body. 

Unable to help herself. Honor moaned deep in her throat 
and arched her back toward him, thrusting herself against his 
eager flesh. Her arms closed behind his neck and she was 
pulling him toward her, sinking her teeth into his shoulder. 
She heard him laugh victoriously and thought she heard a 
door open, but was oblivious to it as Sevillas picked her up 
abruptly and carried her to the bed. 

“Now beg for it,” he said in a whisper, licking her ear with 
hot, wet kisses that seemed to be driving her mad. 

—** She hesitated, concentrating on the delicious tingling 
all over her body. 

“Beg!” he whispered again, louder. 

“Make love to me, Esteban, please, I—I can’t wait any 
longer,” she gasped, writhing beneath him. 

“Beg harder,” he breathed, enjoying her torture. 
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He rose on his knees, taunting her with the sight of his 
member before her eyes. A part of Honor was crying out at 
this humiliation, but the drug he had given her was incensing 
her, making her crazy with some terrible need she couldn’t 
understand. 

Helplessly she grasped his organ and guided it urgently to 
where it would appease her hunger. Still he would not satisfy 
her desires. 

“No, I’m afraid it is impossible, my love, after what you 
have done with that gringo lover of yours,” Esteban sighed, 
his eyes flinty. 

Honor sobbed and threw her arm across her face, holding 
herself back from a desperate urge to impale herself on him 
by force. 

“Don’t do this to me,” she cried out. “Do not make me 
suffer with wanting it. Do it! Do it now!” 

Esteban smiled, immensely pleased at the performance so 
far, but his cruelty sought to add one more touch. “Renounce 
your gringo and I will satisfy you, chica .” 

Honor tossed her head from side to side. She couldn’t 
renounce Devlin—she couldn’t. But her sexual urges were al¬ 
most too much to bear and she ground out painfully, “I 
renounce him. I—I never loved him. It was only a physical 
thing.” 

“Just another man to satisfy you, chicaV* 

“Yes, yes! Now, now, please, Esteban!” 

“Ah, but look, my little one. Look who watches you with 
such burning eyes. Hold him, vaqueros, or I’m afraid he 
might try to strangle my little pula.” 

He moved his body aside and Honor registered the shock 
of blazing blue eyes, touched with liquid silver that seemed to 
bum to her soul. 

“Puta! Puta!” Sevillas repeated joyfully. “You are my puta, 
Honor O’Brien!” 

With all her strength, Honor tried to resist the drug and 
the struggle nearly caused her to faint. No, she mustn’t faint! 
She must tell Brice, must explain what a horrible thing... 

“I’ve seen enough, Sevillas,” came a deadly voice that 
surely could not be his. “Take me back to the bam where her 
screams of passion will not penetrate.” 

Sevillas shrugged and nodded to the men to take him out. 

“No!” Honor shouted, but it was too late. The door had 
closed and he was gone. 

“Now, puta, shall we return to our pleasant pastime?” Sev- 
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illas said, catching her around the waist to pull her up to 
meet his thrust. 

But before he could complete his revenge, Honor arched 
her neck and sank her teeth into his cheek. He drew back 
and the flesh tore raggedly, causing blood to drip down. Rage 
burst through him as he brought his first crashing down into 
her face. 

“Bitch! For that I will let you suffer your desire alone 
tonight!” he shouted at her in fury. “And tomorrow, you will 
watch your lover suffer also!” 

Honor awoke with a throbbing ache in the whole left side 
of her face. Her cheek was swollen and her jaw felt as 
though the bone had been broken. Carefully she felt along 
the flesh for cuts and then got to her feet to look into the 
mirror. Her skin was puffy and bruising already. Luckily, he 
had missed her eye with his blow, but the skin beneath it was 
swollen. 

Her glance fell on the bottle of wine, and with angry 
strides she wept it to the floor, where it did not break on the 
carpet, but spilled onto it, making a stain. She was still naked 
and hurriedly she went to the armoire to bring something out 
to wear. There was nothing. 

Fury swept over her. A hatred was bom against Esteban 
Sevillas that would not be quenched until she saw him humil¬ 
iated and abused as she had been. Her only consolation was 
that he had not finished the game on her drugged body. 

She was standing, wondering what to do next, when the 
door opened and Don Esteban himself stood regarding her 
soberly. His cheek still bore the mark of her teeth and it, 
too, was swollen. 

“Buenos dias,” he said, contempt edging his voice. 

“I do not wish to speak with you!” she shouted at him. 
“Get out before I kill you!” 

“With what, puta, your bare hands?” he laughed arro¬ 
gantly. “No, little one, I must insist that you come with me.” 
He threw a robe he had brought with him at her feet. 

She picked it up and slipped it on, only so that she 
wouldn’t be naked in front of him. “I have no wish to go 
anywhere with you. I only want to leave this place!”' 

He shook his head. “You will leave when I decide I am 
finished with you. Now follow me if you would like to see 
your gringo lover once again.” 

She hesitated, wondering what horrible trick he had up his 
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sleeve, but her impatience to see Brice, to try to explain what 
Sevillas had done, decided her fate and she followed him out 
of the room and down the corridor. He led her outside to the 
stables into a small yard that was corralled and used to break 
wild horses. 

Inside the corral, tied to a pole with his face pressed to the 
splintery wood, was Brice Devlin, stripped naked. At sight of 
him, Honor wold have hurried to his side, but Esteban held 
her back wih a strong arm across her breasts. 

“Let me go to him!” 

“He wants no part of you, putaT 

“No, he doesn’t know what happened. He—” 

Sevillas hesitated, then shrugged. “All right, go to him.” 

Instantly she was flying across the yard, coming around the 
pole, her hand reaching out to caress his cheek. He flinched 
away from her and his eyes held that same accusing stare she 
had seen before. 

“Brice, let me explain,” she began breathlessly, aware of 
approaching footsteps. “What I said last night—” 

“Do not repeat it,” he said slowly, hatred seething in his 
voice. “Leave me alone and go back to your lover, pitta!” 

She winced as though he had struck her. “No, no, Brice, 
you don’t understand.” 

“I understand that you crave a man’s rod inside of you— 
that you tricked me with your tender words and those soft 
green eyes that can haunt a man’s soul. I understand, finally, 
that you are as he called you—nothing more than a puta!” 
He spat at her, hitting her on the chest. “Now go away—or 
perhaps you had hoped to watch the fun begin!” 

“No, Brice, I—” 

Beside her, Sevillas had her arm and he deliberately snaked 
his hand inside the robe to caress her bosom. Honor would 
have struck his hand away, but something in his eyes stopped 
her. 

“You only make it harder on your friend,” Sevillas was 
saying. 

Honor knew what he meant. If she resisted him anymore, 
Brice would only be punished longer. Stoically she tried not 
to think of his hand, pinching her flesh, cupping her breasts 
inside the robe. 

Brice could not help but see what was happening within 
only a few feet and he let out an exclamation of disgust. 
“Must I be put through a repeat performance of last night?” 
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he asked contemptuously, and then, noting her bruised face, 
“You play rough, senor.” 

“Si, the putas like it that way, gringo!” Sevillas laughed 
evilly. He continued rubbing her breasts until Honor thought 
she would scream. “Let’s see now. What punishment would fit 
such a crime of dishonor?” Sevillas continued, contemplating. 
“To cut off your bag of jewels, eh! Then you might find work 
somewhere as a gringo eunuch!” 

Honor whitened and her eyes sought Brice’s face, but he 
seemed not to care what was said. His face was impassive, his 
expression turned inward. 

“No, I suppose that would be too much,” Sevillas went on 
slowly. “He has a handsome face, chica , and perhaps that 
was what brought you to him at first. Too handsome, did you 
say? Perhaps you are right.” He stepped forward and lifted 
Brice’s face from the pole, regarding it solemnly. Then with 
swift action, he punched him solidly in the jaw, causing a 
stream of blood to spill from his cut lip and cheek. ‘‘There, is 
that better, Honor? Not quite?” Again he punched the tied 
man, giving him a cut over one eye, closing the eye almost 
completely. “I don’t know, maybe if I broke the nose—” 

Honor wished she could scream or faint, or kill Sevillas. 
She could hardly stand this slow torture, watching the man 
she loved being turned to living pulp by the man she hated. 
By now, Brice was groggy and Sevillas ordered a bucket of 
water thrown over him. 

“Lash him twenty lashes!” Sevillas ordered. 

“No!” Honor couldn’t help the cry that escaped her. Tears 
were streaming down her cheeks—tears that Devlin could not 
see for the blood in his eyes. 

“No? Not enough, you think, my dear? Of course, you are 
right. Thirty!” he ordered. 

Honor would have said more, but a look from Sevillas 
warned her that more words would only bring more lashes on 
Devlin’s body. Feeling as though her heart had turned to 
stone, she allowed Sevillas to grasp her arm and draw her to 
the side while one of the vaqueros began the whipping. She 
was forced to stand through it all, her own body cringing 
with pain even as the lash fell on the man she loved. It 
seemed it would never end and the vaquero had to be re¬ 
placed by another as his arm tired. Honor had bitten through 
her lower lip, but was heedless of the blood or the salt taste 
in her mouth. She could only stare in horror at the bloody 
mess that once had been Brice Devlin. 
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Finally it was over and Sevillas ordered the man cut down. 
He slumped unconscious in the dirt. Through it all, he had 
not uttered a cry of pain and Honor almost wished he had. 
His cold, unfeeling hatred of her seemed to emanate from his 
body. Beside her, Sevillas caught her hand and pulled her 
against him. She struggled and tried to bite him. 

He grinned nastily. ‘Turn him around, Diego, and give 
him twenty more on the front,” he ordered. 

Honor froze. Her eyes pleaded to him, her voice tried to 
speak, but no words would come. He was going to die, she 
thought dully. Brice Devlin was going to die. She hadn’t 
saved his life. She had killed him. 

“Wait!” Sevillas was watching her face. “Perhaps I will be 
lenient,” he said, “if the senorita can find it in her heart to 
follow all my wishes.” 

She looked into his dark, burning eyes and nodded slowly. 
She doubted that Devlin would live through this, but at least 
he wasn’t going to be pounded into a broken body before her 
eyes. 

Sevillas nodded to the vaquero, who untied Devlin’s hands 
and feet and picked him up to carry him. 

‘Take the dogmeat into the bam!” 

“Si, senor. jEl doctor?” 

Sevillas shrugged, “He is beyond that. Give him a decent 
burial. Do not trouble me about him anymore.” 

Taking Honor’s numb arm, he pushed her forward, back to 
the hacienda, where gaping servants scuttled quickly to get 
out of their way. Honor’s face reddened at his careless humil¬ 
iation of her. Her eyes slid away from the servants, focusing 
on the doorway, the hall, the staircase... 

When they arrived at the door to her room, Honor felt her 
heart turn over with dread. How could she let this man touch 
her after what he had done to Brice—and to her? Shame 
washed over her in horrible waves as she thought of the night 
he had drugged her. She wished he would drug her now. It 
would, at least, have made it easier. 

Sevillas gave her no time to think as he pushed her into the 
room and closed the door forcefully with his foot. The catlike 
smile that crossed his face caused deadened rage to well up 
inside her. 

“You—animal!” she shouted at him. “You’re nothing but 
an animal!” 

He glided swiftly toward her and caught her shoulders, 
shaking her. “You remember your promise?” he questioned, 
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hissing the words softly. “There may be something still left 
alive in your gringo lover that can still feel pain—” 

She looked up at him in horror, then pushed her face into 
her hands, succumbing to great, wrenching sobs. 

Sevillas frowned. “Stop crying!” he commanded, releasing 
her. He turned away m disgust. “I will not have you playing 
the martyr with me!” 

Honor could only continue sobbing even harder. The cruel 
brutality she had been forced to watch, the knowledge that 
Brice might die hating her, and the wicked deception that Se¬ 
villas had played out, pretending to honor their marriage con¬ 
tract—all pounded at her consciousness until, in order to keep 
her sanity, the mind protected itself in the only way it could 
... she fainted. 

Sevillas looked down at the huddled form on the carpet 
with a sneer. The stupid gringa! Did she think she could fool 
him with this woman’s trick? 

“Get up!” he shouted, and when she did not respond, he 
prodded her impatiently with the toe of his boot. Finally, he 
pushed her inert body over with his foot. 

The whiteness of her skin made the bruise on her face 
seem even more vivid. Sevillas contemplated her still form a 
moment longer, then shrugged. So, she really had fainted— 
what did it matter? She was useless to him in this condition, 
and he began to wonder if he even desired her anymore. 

Perhaps he had made a mistake. Perhaps she was, after all, 
like all of the rest of his women, who finally learned to cower 
and bow to his passions. Her strength—that determined 
strength he had grudgingly admired—seemed to have slipped 
away from her with the loss of her lover. 

Sevillas turned on his heel, leaving the unconscious girl on 
the floor, her upturned face bone-white except for the bruised 
purple flower on her cheek. With a rasping voice, he called 
for a servant and strode to his room in a simmering anger. 

Upstairs in her bedroom which faced onto the stable side 
of the hacienda grounds, Yolande Sevillas had heard the 
commotion outside and, for no reason she could think of, had 
decided to go to the window to peek out. She really hadn’t 
been too interested, but she remembered that the young 
senorita had not come to visit her as she had promised and 
thought, perhaps, she might see her below and draw her at¬ 
tention in some way. 

She could see a young man tied naked to a pole in the cor- 
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ral and wondered briefly what his crime was. Then she saw 
the senorita she remembered and her son coming across the 
yard. The rest of the exchange was easy to follow even from 
her higih vantage point. She could sense the hatred that was 
exchanged between the girl and her son. And then, she could 
not believe the punishment that was indicted on the young 
man tied to the pole. Her mouth gaped at such cruelty. Diego 
must be informed immediately! But—and she closed her eyes 
in defeat—they kept telling her that Diego was dead! Surely, 
he must be dead, for he would never have allowed such a 
thing! 

Distraught now, her hands shaking, she could see the look 
erf despair that the girl kept giving the bloody mess that had 
been the young man. Yolande felt hot bile rise in her throat, 
but she watched as the man was taken into the bam and the 
girl was led away by her son. 

It was plain, even to her saddened eyes, that the girl was in 
love, not with Esteban, but with the man who had been pun¬ 
ished so frightfully. Remembering the girl’s kindness, she 
resolved to reward that kindness with one of her own doing. 
In a high voice, she called the serving girl to her that usually 
hovered outside her room while she ate to await the dinner 
tray. Only recently, she had been served by a new girl, Elena, 
who had seemed only too glad to get away from her son’s in¬ 
fluence. She was young, but she would have to do. 

“Elena, I have just been watching outside. Can you tell me 
something about it?” 

The girl shook her head, but was amazed to see the cloudy 
eyes begin to darken and take on an old, almost forgotten 
imperious look that brooked no refusals. 

“That is one of the new vaqueros. I have heard gossip that 
he and—Senorita O’Brien were found to be lovers. Don Este¬ 
ban was furious at such—such impunity and—” 

“Impunity! Child, you have learned much for a serving 
girl.” 

Elena nodded proudly. 

“Then, Elena, since you are so intelligent and capable, I 
have a task for you to perform. I want you to go to the barn 
and provide the man a means of escape.” 

“Senora!” she gasped. “How can I do such a thing? If the 
senor found out, he would kill me!” 

YolandeV dark eyes grew even more ominous. She had 
never realized what a monster her son had become. To pun¬ 
ish a man for a crime was one thing, but to so frighten a 
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child such as Elena by talk of punishment by death was an¬ 
other. “Have you no one to help you?” 

Elena thought for a moment, then nodded. “I—I have a 
friend. He is strong. He could carry him to a wagon. We 
could—we could steal horses and take the man into town to 
see a doctor. 9 * 

“Excellent, Elena,” the woman smiled. <e You must go to 
your friend without delay and—and tell him of our plan. 
You and he will take the man into Monterey to see the physi¬ 
cian immediately. If there is a chance he will survive, you 
must keep him there until he is well enough to travel. You 
must hide him, Elena, for I have an idea my son will not rest 
until he has discovered where he is hidden.” Her hand went 
to the diamond comb she always wore in her hair and, shak¬ 
ing a little, her fingers pulled it from her hair. “Here, this is 
all I have of value now. I’m only sorry I don’t have more.” 

“Oh, sefiora, you are too kind. This is worth much more 
than—* 

“Than a man’s life, Elena? Nonsense! Now go!” 

She walked to the bed and leaned against it as if her efforts 
had cost her dearly. “I think I shall rest now, Elena. But I 
must know that you have gone before I can sleep. Go!” 

The girl scampered out and, minutes later, Yolande looked 
out her window once more and could see a thin stream of 
light from the bam as the door was opened to allow two fig¬ 
ures to enter. It seemed hours later that she heard the wagon 
roll out of the yard. 

“jVaya con Dios!” she called out to the night She only 
hoped that God was with the senorita downstairs. 



Brice Devlin was conscious only of intolerable pain. He 
recalled that someone had carried him to the bam—at least 
he thought it was the bam—and laid him on a stack of hay. 
When his back hit the dry straw, he thought he would scream 
as innumerable tiny prickpoints seemed to be biting into the 
raw flesh. His throat was tight from holding back the shouts 
of pain that he had held back only by his own strong will not 
to give that bastard Sevfllas the satisfaction of hearing them. 

Now it seemed a thousand fingers of fere were jabbing into' 
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his hack. His face was one huge throb of pain from his eyes 
to his chin. He had no idea if he was going blind or if it was 
only the blood and pain that clouded his vision. His nostrils 
were thick with blood and he opened his mouth to breath 
noisily, spitting out blood to keep himself from choking on it. 

He lay alone, for unless he was deaf, he could hear no one 
else about. He was alone with only his thoughts for com¬ 
pany—a worse torture than the physical one he had just gone 
through. For he wasn’t sure he could survive the whirlwind of 
thoughts that filled his tired mind. 

Honor! How could she have betrayed him, he wondered 
dully. He should have been warned—should have known 
when she protested at leaving Sevillas without telling him 
where she was going and with whom. The stupid bitch had 
confessed to that devil, as though he were a priest! Damn her 
for her betrayal! 

Last night, he thought he would go mad at seeing her pant¬ 
ing, heaving beneath the man who had done this to him. He 
had watched, trying to keep his mind blank, trying not to 
remember what had happened between them only that after¬ 
noon, but he had not been able to keep the pain and hatred 
from boiling through him. If he could have gotten to her, he 
would have strangled her lying throat 

And then today, to see her, allowing herself to be mauled 
by that black bastard! He had concentrated on that, rather 
than the pain that kept coming, and he had been able to blot 
out the pain as he fed on his hatred. Even now, he tortured 
himself with thoughts of Honor with Sevillas, in his bed, most 
likely giving him her body, which he, Devlin, had thought be¬ 
longed only to him. 

It seemed that hours had passed. He was thirsty, nauseous 
from the blood he had swallowed, and the pain seemed to be 
closing him in a ring of fire that would not let go. The idea 
of dying now had never occurred to him. He couldn’t imag¬ 
ine not obtaining revenge on those two in the hacienda some¬ 
day. He must live in order to kill both of them. 

Suddenly someone was reaching down, pulling his arms up 
to grasp his neck, lifting his pain-wracked body up as gently 
as possible. But there was no way that Brice could stand the 
close contact, and he would have screamed with the pain if 
someone else had not stuffed a rag in his mouth. God, what 
did Sevillas have in mind now, he wondered dully. Hadn’t he 
finished with him yet? 

He was carried outside and laid in something hard that had 
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been cushioned somewhat with blankets. At least he was laid 
on his side, which did not hurt nearly as badly as when he 
had been placed in the bam. The ball of cotton was taken 
from between his jaws and he found he could breathe again. 
Still, the pain was not receding and he prayed for uncon¬ 
sciousness as the wagon began to move. 

He must have blacked out, for the next thing he saw was a 
strange man’s face bending over him Inquiringly, his specta¬ 
cles threatening to fall off the end of his nose. Brice found 
himself nearly mummied in bandages, even his head, so that 
he was allowed only slits through which he could see out. 

“Ah, he is awake,” the man said softly, smiling to himself. 

A young girl he had not seen before was leaning over him 
anxiously now. senor, I think he is wondering where he 
is,” the girl said in a whisper. 

‘Time enough for that, my dear. First we must see if he 
can hear us—if he can see us clearly.” The man looked at 
Brice and called, “Can you hear me, Devlin? Nod if you 
can.” 

Brice nodded, but the effort cost him a streak of pain 
through his jaw. 

“Good, and can you see me too?” 

Again a nod, though not as swift. 

“Ah, I am pleased at your progress so far then, Devlin. I 
know you are wondering who I am and where you are. Many 
questions must be going through your mind, but I do not 
wish to tire you out. Just rest a little longer and we will talk 
later.” 

Gently the man forced some liquid in a spoon between his 
bruised lips and Brice was soon asleep again. 

“Now, we’ll just take some of these bandages off and see 
what your face looks like,” the man was saying as Brice 
opened his eyes, allowing a stream of late afternoon sunlight 
to dilate the pupils. 

“Who—are—you?” he whispered, the words coming with 
difficulty. 

The man smiled benignly. “Dr. Isaac Cooper, at your serv¬ 
ice, young man. You’re in Monterey and I’ve been treating 
you for about ten days.” 

Ten days! Brice could hardly believe he had lost so much 
time. And this man was a doctor. 

“How—” he began, but the doctor shushed him. 

“You were brought here by a young girl, Elena, and a 
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rather large young man, both of whom said they work for 
Senor Sevillas. Now, no more questions until I finish taking 
off these bandages. I want to see if that cut has healed 
properly. And the nose—I can tell you, young man, you were 
the worst mess I’ve seen in some time and I’ve been a doctor 
for nearly thirty years. Quiet now, while I cut this last ban¬ 
dage.” 

Brice waited, not worried about his appearance. He could 
care less whether he was still handsome or not. A man usu¬ 
ally relied on looks for only one thing—attracting a fe¬ 
male—and Brice Devlin had enough self-confidence that he 
needed no outward attractions to feel secure around the op¬ 
posite sex. Although, he thought wryly, it didn’t help when a 
man was the ugliest thing next to a polecat 

“There now,” Cooper was saying to himself. “Yes, I think 
you’ll be all right—a few scars, but that’s to be expected after 
the punching you went through. Your back now—” He 
frowned slightly. “Boy, you’ve got enough marks back there 
to stripe a dozen skunks.” 

“It doesn’t matter. Doc’, I’m not in the habit of going 
around without a shirt on.” It was still difficult to move his 
mouth. 

“Good thing or someone might think you’re an escaped 
convict. I’ve seen scars like these on the bodies of men who 
didn’t last through the night.” He held up his hand as Brice 
started to speak. “No, I don’t want to know how or why you 
got ’em, son. I’m just the doctor. My duty begins and ends in 
healing your body, not hearing your confession.” 

His choice of words sent Brice’s mind plummeting back to 
her—to the woman who had caused his torment He frowned 
and the motion hurt his forehead, but he was oblivious to it 
as he lay in the bed, wishing her a thousand torments to 
make them even. 

Honor had remained in bed for two days after Brice’s 
whipping. She had been allowed a servant girl to bring her 
food and see to her cleanliness. Occasionally Sevillas visited 
her, his dark eyes sweeping over her with haughty indiffer¬ 
ence. 

She had been locked in her room to impede any plans of 
escape, especially after the day in which Sevillas stormed in 
in a black rage, spitting out the fact that Devlin, by some 
miracle, had managed to escape. He had questioned everyone 
on the ranch, and no one could tell him a thing. Only one 



servant was missing, and that was Elena. He had not both¬ 
ered to question his mother about her disappearance, know¬ 
ing full well the old lady didn’t know what was happening 
around her most of the time. Unfortunately for Honor, she 
was obliged to bear the brunt of his rage as he verbally 
abused her whenever he came to her room. She wished she 
had the strength to laugh in his face, to taunt him that Brice 
had escaped the fate Sevillas had planned. 

Unknown to Honor, Sevillas was truly worried. He knew 
that Marianne Gordon and her father would be arriving in 
the next two weeks and the thought brought him no joy as he 
tried to think what could be done to get rid of Honor O’Brien 
before that time. It would not bother him unduly to see her 
turned out without money or a place to,go. After she had, de¬ 
ceived him with Brice Devlin, any feeling toward her that 
resembled human caring had been snuffed out. He would 
have perhaps used her to gratify his sexual urges, but the 
look of indifference in her eyes put him off more powerfully 
than any words of hatred or further tears. 

After two days of visiting her, trying to break through her 
icy remoteness, he began to tire of her docile contempt and 
visited her no more. 

Sevillas much preferred the spice of the younger servant 
girls, even the knowing sensuality of the older ones. The 
gringa, he told himself, was cold and her green eyes glittered 
with some hard, impenetrable feeling that filled him with 
unaccustomed unease. 

Honor felt nothing but relief when, after a few days had 
passed without a visit from Sevillas and his biting derision, 
she realized that she need no longer fear a breakdown of his 
reserve. She had been in agony that he might rape her and 
the thought of him performing the same act of love on her 
body that she had enjoyed with Brice filled her with revul¬ 
sion. 

The man, she decided, would not be capable of making 
love—he was only capable of destruction. 

Honor’s mind was her worst enemy as, night after night, it 
conjured up nightmares of Devlin’s broken body, of his 
hatred of her. Her eyes grew red with continual weeping and 
her body thinned out as her appetite waned. She could have 
cared less if she died, for if Devlin was still alive somewhere, 
she was sure he wouldn’t rest until he had hunted her down 
and killed her with his own hands. Better to die now than 
have to stare into his cold hatred while he took her life. She 
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couldn’t bear thinking that he might, after all, have died 
despite his escape. 

One morning, toward the end of November, Sevillas en¬ 
tered her room, his manner alert and purposeful. His cold, 
black glance passed over her as she sat dejectedly at the win¬ 
dow in a long robe, her back deliberately turned toward him. 

“You look terrible,” he commented sarcastically. He strode 
toward her and whirled her around to face him. “You have 
grown ugly. Honor O’Brien.” 

Truth to tell, he thought objectively, she wasn’t ugly. Her 
bones were too fine, her eyes too beautiful ever to be called 
ugly—but her face had thinned, showing those fine bones at 
cheek and jaw and hollowing out shadows beneath the beauti¬ 
ful eyes. She looked almost spirit-like as the magnificent 
honey-gold hair tumbled softly around her face. 

“Do you hear me?” he asked, reaching down to shake her 
slightly. “Even the lowest of my servants would not wish to 
warm your bed, puta!” 

“It is the least I could wish for,” she replied coldly. 

“Hah—and what is the most you could wish for? That 
Brice Devlin would come riding back and take you away 
from here?” His smile was ridiculing. “You are a fool!” 

“I know,” she remarked, after sighing against her will. 

He regarded her, then a new thought came to mind to ease 
the irritation of her indifferent defiance. “You asked me once 
if I had any secrets from you,” he said, his eyes becoming al¬ 
most mischievous. 

“I don’t care about your secrets any longer,” she said de¬ 
spondently, wishing only that he would release her so that she 
could turn away from his smug expression. 

“Ah, but you may be meeting her very shortly,” he said, 
satisfied to see a note of questioning in her eyes finally. “Yes, 
the woman I am to marry should be arriving within the next 
few days and you can see for yourself how highly I have as¬ 
pired.” 

*The poorest drab would be high for you,” she retorted 
and felt his hands squeeze her arms painfully. 

“Now, now, mustn’t let that sharp tongue put you into 
trouble,” he said, his voice holding countless promises. “My, 
you have become somewhat of a coldhearted bitch. Perhaps 
we would never have made a very loving couple, no matter 
what the circumstances.” 

She looked up at him with a wealth of cynicism, but said 
nothing. 
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Goaded, he shook her. “But unfortunately you have turned 
into something of a problem. You see, I wouldn’t really want 
you to meet Marianne. She might wonder at my moralities. 
You do understand?” At her silence, he continued, “So, I’m 
afraid I must find a way—-to get rid of you.” 

His coldness filled her with dread. So, he would actually 
kill her, she thought—and realized that she really didn’t want 
to die. As long as there was a chance that she might someday 
see Brice again, she didn’t want to die. 

He laughed at the look of apprehension that she could not 
quite hide from his observant eyes. “My dear girl, I am not 
that much of a reprobate,” he assured her, as he enjoyed her 
discomfiture. “Despite your feelings to the contrary, I have 
never killed anyone in my life.” 

You only have your henchmen do it for you. Honor 
thought coldly. 

“At any rate, I must have you out of the hacienda as soon 
as possible. I admit there will be little regret on my part, as 
I’m afraid only sheer boredom would ever draw me into your 
bed.” 

For which I thank God, she thought fervently. 

“So, I have come to a decision.” He waited for her to ask 
him what that decision was, but she only looked coolly into 
his eyes, awaiting his words. He had to admire her cour¬ 
age—perhaps the breeding really did mean something. “You 
will be leaving tonight.” 

“Where shall I be going?” she inquired, determined not to 
let her fear show in her voice. 

He laughed. ‘You will find out soon enough. I will come 
for you this evening, late. Choose one of the sturdiest dresses 
in your wardrobe. You will need it.” 

Honor was dressed in a fine worsted gown of russet-brown, 
her hair braided and pinned around her head, her riding 
boots on her feet, when Sevillas returned for her that night. 
She said nothing when he greeted her, only swept him a cold 
look from beneath her long-lashed eyes. 

“The marble statue,” he said approvingly. “So effective 
when you wish to spurn a man’s advances.” 

She inclined her head, rising to follow him out the door. 

“I’m afraid, though, that my brother might break the 
marble statue,” he warned carelessly. “You see, he is less able 
to control those urges than I am.” He seemed hard put to 
keep the sarcastic laughter from his voice. 
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“Your brother!” The words came bursting from her lips in¬ 
credulously. “That animal! Why, you do not even want him 
on your property!” 

He nodded, smiling ruthlessly, pleased that he had put life 
back into the statue. “Verdad,” he agreed, “but that does not 
mean that he doesn’t come in useful now and then. And I’m 
sure he would be only too glad to take you off my hands.” 

“But he is an outlaw—a murderer!” 

“Even so, he may also be your lover very soon,” Sevillas 
returned. 

Honor’s face whitened further and she shivered. 
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Don Esteban dispatched three of his vaqueros to “es¬ 
cort” Honor O’Brien to the appointed place where she would 
be given over to Jaime Sevillas. The moon was high and lit 
the path brightly that they must take. With a painful tug of 
memory, Honor could see the little wooded area where she 
had tried to escape Brice Devlin. Over the next hill, she 
knew, would be the valley where they had made love to each 
other. She felt tears in her eyes at the thought of how such a 
wonderful love discovered could turn into bitter hatred only a 
short time later. 

But she couldn’t dwell on what had gone before. Brice’s 
love was lost to her and now she could only thing of remain¬ 
ing alive so that, one day, she might find him again and—at 
least—explain how they had been tricked by Sevillas’ jealous 
pride. It might not bring back his love, but at least he might 
not hate her. 

Their little party rode swiftly through the darkness to the 
edge of the lands belonging to Don Esteban Sevillas. Ahead, 
she thought she could make out the dark shadows of men on 
horseback, awaiting their approach. 

“\Holdl” called out one of the vaqueros testily. 

“jHotaF’ responded one of the awaiting riders. “Have you 
the girl?” 

Honor was guided to the top of a short ridge, where two 
men on horseback watched her approach curiously. “This is 
the one?” they asked. 
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The lead vaquero nodded and then gathered his men and 
rode off hurriedly, as though fearing they could be shot in the 
back. Honor was immediately aware that these men were 
rough, ignorant peasant types who had little interest in her. 

One of them took the bridle of her horse and attached a 
lead rope which, allowed him to make sure she would follow 
his swift pony without trying to break away. They rode 
northwest until they came to a natural barrier of sandstone 
that formed a small opening through which they rode, com¬ 
ing out into the open on the other side into a plateau area. 

They had been challenged twice by sentries at the entrance 
to the plateau from the sandstone mountains and again after 
climbing through the passage and coming out on the other 
side. Honor couldn’t help but be impressed at the operation 
of this man whom she had previously thought only a mindless 
animal. It seemed he was not as stupid as she had thought. 

They rode a little way onto the plateau, and she could see 
bright campfires ahead where rough cabins had been con¬ 
structed. She was amazed at the layout and thought it re¬ 
minded her of a small village—of Katala’s village—except 
for the visible absence of children. That there were women 
was evident in the sweet, clear notes from some woman’s 
throat as she sung in accompaniment to the strains of a gui¬ 
tar. 

Honor was led to the largest of the cabins and hurried in¬ 
side. She adjusted her eyes to the light of the roaring fire in 
the grate and saw, to her surprise, that several men were 
playing cards at a table while the woman she had heard ear¬ 
lier was singing in one comer as she played the guitar. One 
man was writing a letter and another was squinting through 
dirty glasses as he attempted to read a book by the firelight. 

“Jaime, we have the girl,” spoke one of the men to some¬ 
one at the card table. 

The face she recalled dimly looked up from concentrating 
on his cards and nodded absently. “Give her to Christabel. 
She can see to her for now.” 

And that was all! Honor couldn’t believe that she was not 
immediately thrown to the floor and raped in front of every¬ 
one! She couldn’t help her sigh of relief and thought she de¬ 
tected a small smile tugging at the mouth of this enigmatic 
outlaw she found herself bound to. 

The woman in the comer, upon hearing her name, got up 
quietly and came over to this stranger girl who looked, she 
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thought, to be an uppity gringa. She frowned to herself, but 
signed to the girl to follow her. 

As they stepped out into the night air and then walked to a 
nearby cabin, Honor felt obliged to introduce herself. “I am 
Honor O’Brien,” she said as the girl pushed open the cabin 
door. “You’re Cristabel?” 

The other woman shrugged as if such things hardly mat¬ 
tered. “You may wash there, behind that screen,” she said, 
pointing with her sun-browned arm. “When you have fin¬ 
ished, if you are hungry, there is food in that cupboard. You 
may sleep here tonight.” 

“j—will—not be bothered?” she asked, a slight strain in 
her voice. 

Christabers white teeth flashed with laughter. “You are 
safe, gringa, until Jaime has won back his money at cards.” 

Honor could see that the girl was closemouthed, not one to 
gossip, and hurried behind the screen to wash. She wasn’t 
hungry and asked Christabel, who had remained, where her 
bed was. 

The woman pointed to a small alcove where a cot had 
been placed. There was only one blanket 

“Thank you, I am tired,” she explained. “Goodnight.” 

The woman’s brows drew up. “Sleep well, gringa.” 

“Where—where will you sleep, Christabel?” 

She shrugged again. “If I am lucky, with Jaime. If I am 
not so lucky, I will return much later, after they have finished 
playing.” 

Honor nodded and went to the cot, keeping her clothes on. 
She had learned, in a very short time, that she could trust no 
one in this wild, savage land. Although the woman did not 
seem to view her with hatred, she had displayed no liking at 
seeing her arrival in camp. Her mention of sleeping with 
Jaime might mean that she was his woman now and it would 
be natural for her to be jealous of another woman brought in 
for his pleasure. For his pleasure! The words swirled in 
Honor’s brain despite her weariness. Lord, she was tired of 
being at the whim of every man she met. First Brice, then 
Katala, Esteban and now, she supposed, Jaime Sevillas. Even 
Jim Parsons had considered her fair game. Wistfully she re¬ 
called Ron Williams, who had given her the money to get 
from San Diego to Monterey. If she had been able to look 
into the future then, she might have elected to go with him 
and his parents on to San Francisco and the goldfields. But 
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fry as she might, she couldn’t bring Ron’s face into focus. She 
could never lie to herself and pretend that she would have 
been wildly happy with Ron—but at least, she was sure, she 
would never have known degradation. 

With that dubious thought in her mind, she fell asleep, 
dreaming no nightmares for the first time since she had lost 
Brice Devlin. 

She would have been surprised to know that Brice Devlin 
was, at that moment, not very far away from her. After his 
recovery from his ordeal, he had bade farewell to the doctor, 
thanked Elena profusely for her help and begun to make his 
way up to San Francisco, where he should have gone-in the 
first place, he thought, as he lay in the hotel room on the 
northern road. It was not really a hotel, more like an inn, but 
the bed was soft enough and the room halfway clean. 

He was smoking a cheroot as he lay with his arms folded 
behind his head, staring up into the timbers of the ceiling. 
His back still ached, especially after the long ride today, but 
he tried to put the pain out of his mind. His face was almost 
healed, although he had the scars from a cut over his left eye 
and where his cheek had split open from his temple to his 
jawline. His nose had set well in the doctor’s opinion, though 
Devlin hadn’t even bothered to check it in a mirror. He re¬ 
called that Elena had seemed pleased enough when he had 
offered her the use of his bed for the night. 

“Oh, senor, I can see how the senorita could love you,” she 
had whispered passionately in his ear after the act had been 
consummated. 

Her words had made him jump, as though in pain. She had 
almost ruined his pleasure in her. His words were drenched 
in insolence as he replied, ‘The senorita is a good little 
actress, Elena. She fooled even you, I see.” 

The girl knew enough to keep quiet at his tense words and 
they had finished the night in each other’s arms. She had 
wanted to go with him the next morning, but Cooper had 
told her she could stay with him for a while when Devlin 
firmly denied her. 

He had thought about riding out to the Sevillas hacienda 
immediately and shooting that black bastard, after first stran¬ 
gling Honor with his bare hands. But he thought better of it 
when he realized that he was in no condition to fight, and 
that neither of them would be going anywhere. He assumed 
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that Honor would become Sevillas’ mistress after his mar¬ 
riage. There would be time enough to settle that score. 

For now, he had decided to go to San Francisco. He 
needed the change, and the excitement and newness of the 
coastal city would probably give him a fresh outlook. He did 
not like the change he had undergone since meeting Honor 
O’Brien. Perhaps it was best that things had worked out this 
way. He had found himself dangerously close to committing 
himself to one woman—and the idea was as alien to him as 
running from a good fight. He had been close to falling in 
love with the little bitch! What a fool he had been to forget 
his own best advice! Never let a woman dominate him. From 
now on, he would use them as they were meant to be used— 
on his terms, or on theirs, if they were sensible. 

He drew on his cheroot, still staring at the ceiling, and 
couldn’t help thinking of Honor. Had any other woman in his 
life had such power to conceal her thoughts from him? He 
recalled the wide-set green eyes that had softened to the color 
of a summer pool when they had made love in the little val¬ 
ley. He had really thought she loved him then and, although 
he had admitted even to her that he wasn't sure of the out¬ 
come, he would have taken her with him that day. 

His teeth clenched unconsciously against the cheroot as his 
mind unwillingly remembered the way her honey-colored hair 
swung free down her back and curled coyly around her 
shoulders, the way her hips swung with unconscious grace 
when she walked, and the way her laughter could rise with 
delight at some small thing. God, he groaned in a kind of 
pain, why did she have to betray him like that? 

Angrily h€ took the cheroot and ground it against the 
floorboard. Damn the bitch for keeping him from his sleeps 
he thought. Determinedly he pulled his hat over his eyes and 
started to snore. 


twenty. -J^iue 


“Get up, Gringa, the sun is already high in the sky.” 
Honor roused her sore limbs from their cramped position 
on the narrow cot and looked out of the alcove at Christa- 
bel’s impudent look. 
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“You are a lazy one, gringa. I can see already that I will 
have to teach you the ways of bandidos.” 

“Oh, not now, please,” Honor pleaded. “I think I shall 
never sleep on this cot again.” 

“Eh, you sound like a puta already,” Christabel approved. 

Honor flushed at the inference and deduced that Christabel 
must have spent the night in Jaime’s arms to put her in such 
a good mood. 

“I’m famished,” she put in, changing the subject 

“Get up then and you can have lunch with me!” Christabel 
laughed. “Come on and Til teach you how to cook, little 
gringa.” 

“I know how to cook.” Honor defended herself stoutly. 

“Hah! Have you ever cooked for thirty men at once?” 

She shook her head. 

“Then, gringa, you do not know how to cook.” 

After Honor had smoothed the wrinkles from her gown 
and washed her face, Christabel took her outside, where a 
whole steer was cooking slowly over a fire. Honor could not 
believe the size of it and looked inquiringly at her compan¬ 
ion. 

“What we do not eat, we will dry or salt for long jour¬ 
neys,” she explained. “Nothing is ever wasted, but we do 
have plenty to eat. Cattle, goats for milk, even a garden for 
vegetables. We are not as primitive as you might think, 
gringa.” Her voice was defensive again, “lie cattle are only 
the best,” she chuckled. 

Honor realized that all their animals were probably stolen. 
“How long have you been here—with them?” she asked curi¬ 
ously. 

“Maybe two years.” 

“Two years!” She couldn’t imagine living like this so long. 
Didn’t the woman miss civilization? “How can you stay here 
all the time when there is so much else—out there?” she went 
on vaguely. 

Christabel laughed. “I do not suffer, gringa. Jaime takes 
me to the city with him sometimes and we have much fun, 
drinking, gambling and picking the rich men’s pockets.” 

“Which city?” 

“San Francisco, of course, idiata! Jaime goes there often, 
for he has the gambling in his blood. It is almost a sickness 
with him. He goes at least ten times a year.” 

San Francisco again! She recalled that Esteban’s fiancee, 
the girl he had called Marianne, lived there too. She pushed 
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that out of her mind, hut the thought remained that she 
would like to go to the city with Jaime. 

“Do you think I could go the next time?” 

Christabel shrugged. “It depends on whether or not Jaime 
thinks he can trust you.” The woman grew somber. “If he 
thought you would try to run away, he would kill you.” 

Honor was reminded of her position here in the camp and 
of the nature of those who were in it. She followed Christabel 
silently around the camp as the woman explained its oper¬ 
ation to her. They passed Jaime, leaning against a tree to get 
out of the sun, his sombrero pulled back to watch them pass. 

“Christabel, I see you have taken our guest in hand,” he 
said derisively, whittling absently on a piece of wood. “Does 
she seem to like her new home?” 

Christabel smiled and rolled her hips suggestively. The 
man’s brown eyes darkened with remembered passion. “Do 
not worry about the gringa, Jaime. I will take care of her.” 

“Hah! I think she would rather I take care of her,” he 
commented. His eyes looked at Honor as though they shared 
some secret. 

“You men are all alike,” Christabel snorted, hurrying her 
charge along. 

“Thank you,” Honor whispered once they were out of his 
hearing range. 

“For what?” Christabel asked in surprise. “Do not deceive 
yourself, gringa, I cannot protect you if Jaime decides to 
warm you up tonight.” 

Honor held that thought as she ate her lunch, chewing re¬ 
flectively on the highly seasoned beef that was washed down 
with quantities of wine. The men and women ate with relish 
as though the meal were their last—and Honor supposed that 
with their life-style they would certainly have to consider that 
possibility. 

She was introduced carelessly to those present to the ac¬ 
companiment of much winking and laughter. Apparently they 
already knew why she had been brought. She bristled at the 
indignity, and then wondered that she could still feel such 
emotion after everything she had already gone through. 

Later in the afternoon, while everyone was taking siesta, 
Honor thought about her plans. The best course to follow, 
she surmised, would be to gain Jaime’s confidence so that he 
would take her to San Francisco. Then she would find some 
means of escaping him. 

In the evening, as darkness gathered around the outside 
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cookfires, she calmed herself with determination when Jaime 
caught her arm and took her out of Christabers cabin. She 
was surprised when he led her away from the campsite 
toward the two great sandstone mountains that guarded the 
entrance to their hiding place. It seemed a great distance to 
walk, but before long they had reached the first low ridge and 
he helped her climb up a narrow pathway to a large shelf of 
rock. They had not spoken to each other. 

“Up there,” he pointed, “one of my men is stationed to 
watch for unwanted intruders. Do not make too much noise, 
gringa, or you will find yourself being shot at.” 

“Then why did you bring me here?” she wondered. 

He laughed softly. “To make sure you would not make too 
much noise.” Then he sobered. “And to ensure that we would 
not have unwanted company.” 

He indicated that she sit beneath an overhang which would 
provide some protection against the late November wind. In 
California, the seasons did not change very much, but the 
wind and fog could be chilling in the winter, and already 
Christabel had given her a woolen jacket to keep out the 
wind. 

They sat together in silence for a moment. Her blood was 
pounding through her veins and she thought her heart would 
surely be heard by him, sitting so close. 

‘Tell me why my brother would not marry you,” he finally 
said. 

Surprised, she turned to him warily. “He did not tell you?” 

He shrugged. “Esteban does not like to tell me anything. 
We are—as much as brothers can be—enemies. He only sent 
a note, saying that he wanted me to take you off his hands.” 

She blushed at Esteban’s lack of gentility. “He did not 
marry me because he was already engaged to someone else.” 

“But you told me you were his fiancee,” he reminded her. 
“I recall it well.” His grin flashed whitely beneath his full 
moustache in the darkness. 

“I was, but he thought I was killed coming west and had 
already chosen another girl to take my place,” she said with 
bitterness. “At least, that is what he told me.” 

“Well then, I suppose he cannot be blamed for thinking 
you dead.” 

She looked at him angrily. “He can be blamed for many 
things, Jaime. He lied to me at first and made me believe that 
we would still be married when all he really wanted was 
to—to—” 
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“Bed you?” he supplied knowingly. 

“Yes! And when I found someone—someone I had known 
before at the ranch, I decided to go with him, to run away 
together. But Esteban found out and nearly killed him. For 
all I know, he may be dead!” She suppressed the sobs that 
welled up. “He had no right to stop us, when he was already 
engaged! For what reason could he be so cruel?” 

He shrugged. “Pride, gringa, does strange things to a man.” 

“Your brother is evil. I would like to see him hanged for 
what he did to me.” She gulped unsteadily. “He almost—he 
would have raped me, cold-bloodedly.” 

“Rape!” Jaime shrugged. ‘The word is overused, it seems 
to me. Whenever a woman finds herself with a partner she 
doesn’t particularly like, or in a situation she hadn’t reckoned 
on, she thinks it is rape.” 

“He would have raped me!” she insisted. “Your brother is 
not a kind man—he delights in suppressing his women.” 

“That is my brother’s way,” Jaime put in lightly. “No 
doubt, his real fiancee will be subjected to much the same.” 

“And you are like your brother,” she said in the tone of an 
accuser. 

He laughed. “Many men are alike in such things. Some are 
afraid of women and so they mistreat them in the bedroom. 
Others simply enjoy making love. I am one of the latter.” He 
leaned closer. “But you, conveniently, brought up my lack of 
attention, querida .” 

“Don’t call me that!” 

“Querida —it is only a word that means ‘dear one, ” 
he assured her softly. 

She shook her head desperately. “Esteban called me 
such—and ended calling me much worse.” 

He laughed soothingly. “Very well, hermosita. That means 
‘little beauty.’ Does that suit you better?” 

She looked at him distrustfully. 

He laughed again, pleased with this young woman who had 
fallen into his hands so easily. " Hermosita, you must learn 
not to be so sad. I have not noticed your face filled with 
laughter.” 

“Life—has not gone at all the way I had planned—had 
hoped,” she said with a kind of wistfulness, looking into his 
brown eyes, which seemed, despite what she knew of him, 
kind. 

“But you are still young, little one,” he pointed out reason¬ 
ably. “How old are you?” 
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“I will be nineteen in the spring,” she replied softly. He 
had surprised her with his concern-and she felt herself relax¬ 
ing her vigilance a little. 

“Nineteen is not a vast age, hermosita. Life will be better 
to you now,” he promised. 

He moved toward her a little, pressing her arm with his 
hand. Honor flinched at his touch. 

“Do not be afraid, little one,” he calmed her. “It is true, I 
would like to make love to you now—and I would not be 
gentle, for I enjoy women too much. But I would not rape 
you, little sweet,” he whispered in her ear, bringing his hand 
up to her arm to toy with a honey curl that swept against her 
shoulder. 

Honor tensed and closed her eyes, preparing herself to 
have the clothes tom from her body. She recalled the sav¬ 
agery of his brother and panic threatened to choke her. 
Desperately she brought her hands up to push him back. 

He caught at them and forced her chin up. “Why do you 
fight me?” he asked her, still in that softly reasonable tone. 
“You must know that I can have you whenever I wish—that 
to fight would be foolish, and would, perhaps, result in your 
causing yourself injury.” He chuckled. “And then you would 
call it rape, would you not?” 

“You laugh,” she said bitterly. “Why do you torment me 
like this? Why did you bring me out here and talk so kindly 
to me—when in the end, it all comes out the same way?” 

He shrugged. “As I said before, I do not like my women 
unwilling. I have tasted rape before and it has left an un¬ 
pleasantness in my mouth.” His words were colder now and 
he took his hands away from her. “You accuse me of things 
in your own mind, hermosita. You are a foolish woman not 
to enjoy the time I can give you.” 

“I do not ask for it,” she replied, defiance creeping into her 
voice. 

“Hah! You would beg for it if I had not chosen already to 
offer you my protection. My men are not hungry wolves, but 
they take a woman when they feel the need, and I do not 
stop them. They would take you if I did not stand in their 
way.” 

“You threaten me now,” she put in, as though she had won 
her point. 

He watched her with a slight frown as though he were dis¬ 
appointed in her for some reason. The wind whirled around 
the little overhang and Honor could feel the chill of it down 
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into her bones. She stared at the man who had brought her to 
this place and wished she were far away. 

He sensed that no amount of sensible talk, nor threatening, 
nor silky words designed to soften her, would relax her mood. 
Was she so cold a woman, he wondered. He remembered her 
once, for only a moment in his arms at the hacienda, and she 
had warmed a little after the first stiffness had passed. What 
had his brother really done to her? The cold kiss of the wind 
touched him and he felt his own desire slowly ebb away. 
Christabers bed seemed warm and inviting and he longed for 
a woman that he understood and could enjoy. 

“Let us go back now,” he said with a note of urgency. 

Honor looked up in surprise. 

"Let us go,” he repeated, standing up and reaching down 
to pull her to her feet “It is cold—colder than I thought— 
here.” 

He pulled her along behind him and as they neared the 
campfires, he stopped her and his voice was harsh. “You will 
stay here, in my camp.” His words were hard, to the point 
“You have been brought here against your will, but I cannot 
let you go now. You know of this camp. I cannot risk you 
telling the authorities of its whereabouts should I release 
you.” 

She was confused at his sudden mention of release, but 
caught at the words hopefully. “But I would promise...” 

He shook his head. “I have not come so far by clinging to 
the promises of women,” he commented sagely. “Whether you 
enjoy our company or not you will be obliged to remain with 
us.” He looked her up and down and there was a sardonic 
pity in his glance. “I do not care if you wish to keep your fa¬ 
vors to yourself, or if you decide to bestow them wherever 
you desire.” 

“Then you will not offer me your protection any longer?” 
she wondered, feeling a slight jolt of fear. 

He laughed and shrugged. “If it is your wish, I will tell the 
men that you are my property, senorita,” he said. “If it is 
your wish . ..” 

“X—x do not want to sleep with you,” she whispered, glanc¬ 
ing away from him. 

For a moment, Jaime thought he might lose his control 
and slap her stupid little gringa face. But he calmed himself 
with an effort. It is not worth it to aggravate himself over this 
girl, when Christabel probably waited for him only a few feet 
away. 

202 



“All right then, I will give you time,” he finally ground 
out. “Honestly, senorita, I do not want to hurt you, but you 
try a man’s patience. There would be many who would have 
forced you. At least, remember that.” 

He is not going to hurt me, Honor thought angrily, follow¬ 
ing him into ChristabePs cabin, where she was relieved to see 
him lead the other girl outside, and yet, he will not let me go. 
She would have liked to have trusted him to help her. She 
would not be so foolish again. 


•*Jwenly,-&ix 

Winter passed slowly. Honor was not singled out by any 
of the men in the camp, and she assumed that Jaime still pro¬ 
tected her from the rest of his men, although he had never 
again tried to sleep with her. There was Christabel—and oth¬ 
ers—to satisfy his sexual urges, and Honor was grateful for 
them. For their part, the women thought Honor was crazy, 
especially Christabel, who privately thought that Jaime was 
himself crazy to let the little gringa have her way. But she 
shrugged philosophically—after all, she would rather not 
share Jaime with anyone else. 

Honor looked forward to those days when Jaime led his 
men on numerous raids into Monterey and the surrounding 
haciendas. She was able to relax completely in the camp only 
when the men were all gone. She was glad that Jaime enjoyed 
his work so thoroughly, and that women were really only a 
secondary pleasure to him when he was caught up in the ex¬ 
citement of a raid—or a card game. To Honor, Jaime was 
much like Katala, the camp much like the Comanche village 
she had known before. It was almost as though she were re¬ 
living that part of her life—except that now, she had no one 
like Brice Devlin around. 

She could still work herself into a fury when she thought 
of Esteban—by now, surely married to his bride from San 
Francisco. She wondered if the young woman might regret 
marrying him. The scandal of divorce was unheard of among 
the Spanish-Mexican element of the state—and Honor could 
only feel pity for the wife of such a man when she had no 
recourse against him. 

Sometimes, when Jaime was in a receptive mood as he 
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half-dozed, lazily, under a tree, Honor would sit by him and 
suggest suitable revenge to be taken on his brother. Jaime 
would shrug or laugh and wave her anger away, or he might 
frown and nod and agree that his brother was, in his way, as 
bad as himself. 

“Why should he have the hacienda to himself?” she would 
whisper rebelliously. 

“Because he is the eldest—and he doesn’t have the law af¬ 
ter him,” Jaime would reply practically. 

“The eldest? Such a poor excuse for giving him every¬ 
thing—while you have nothing!” Honor would retort 

“I have things my brother doesn’t have,” Jaime murmured, 
reaching out to caress her cheek, and then laughing when she 
moved out of reach. “Esteban is confined in his big hacienda 
with his cool little wife, while I have the open sky and spicy 
women who are hot for me.” He looked at her with derision. 
“Do not try to make me carry out your own personal grudge 
against Esteban, hermosita. Would you truly wish brother to 
go against brother?” 

“I would wish anything to see that devil brought to jus¬ 
tice!” 

“Ah, but you see how differently I view it, little one. It was 
Esteban who enabled me to have you for myself. If he had 
been an honorable man, he would never have sent you to me. 
Why, right now, you would have been his contented, rich 
little wife with a child in the making.” 

His sarcasm jabbed at her and die colored hotly. “But he 
is not honorable and—and I can only wish for the worst to 
happen to him!” 

“All right, all right, hermosita. You have been a good little 
chica, I suppose. I will have a few of my men steal cattle 
from Esteban. Will that suit you?” He was yawning, tiring of 
the conversation. 

Honor, frustrated at his inattention, did not even trouble to 
answer. Such a small thing to steal Esteban’s cattle, when he 
had stolen her life and her love away from her. 

The skills that Honor had begun to learn from the Coman¬ 
che were honed anew in her captivity with the bandidos. 
Christabel taught her how to cook for the men, how to sew 
heavy sheepskin into garments and how to trail. By the end 
of winter, there had been a substantial change wrought in the 
young woman who would be only nineteen in April. 

Honor had regained the golden tone to her skin that she 
had first acquired among the Indians from being out-of-doors 
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so much. Her hair was streaked from the sun and the effect 
of her hair and skin made her green eyes seem larger, deeper. 
There was not an ounce of fat on her body, only lean curves 
and firm contours that made her seem almost boyish with her 
small breasts. She wore the dress of the Mexican peasant 
women of the camp—a white or red camisa, full at the 
sleeves and scooped at the neckline, and a brightly patterned 
skirt that was very full and reached only to her ankles. Her 
feet were usually bare and the soles had hardened from run¬ 
ning over the hard-packed earth. 

Sometimes, when she thought about Charleston and the girl 
she had been, she couldn’t believe that she had changed so 
much, from the mindless, flirting, harmless socialite to a 
young woman who could think like a man, shoot a pistol 
with a fair degree of accuracy and ride a horse better than 
anyone else in the camp. It was a metamorphosis that had al¬ 
most caught her unawares. Sometimes she would weep for 
the lost innocence of her life in Charleston, but was honest 
enough to admit that she had probably fared better than most 
women would have in her situation. 

She rarely thought of Brice Devlin, preferring not to 
remember the hatred in his face, the accusation in his voice. 
There were times, in her dreams, that a pair of silvery-blue 
eyes would haunt her sleep and she would awaken with a 
yearning inside of her that could not be quenched. She al¬ 
most wished she had given in to Jaime’s indifferent flirtation, 
but Jaime liked his women full and soft, round of breast and 
hip, not slender and hard like the young woman he still 
called “hermositd' and gave his protection to so that his men 
would not devour her. 

Jaime would watch her covertly at times in the cabin or 
around the campfire in the evenings. She moved with a lithe 
grace that was more suited to a lioness than to a woman. Her 
slender body, outlined in the light of the fire, did not promise 
a yielding softness to him—rather it reminded him of a 
startled deer who would flee from his embrace if it was pos¬ 
sible. She had become adept at using a pistol and a knife in 
order to defend herself, and, he thought, he wasn’t so sure 
that she needed his protection from his men any longer. 

He knew he would not find the mindless pleasure with 
Honor that he felt in Christabel when he made love to her, 
and so he became used to seeking Honor out when he felt the 
need for conversation before a good night’s sleep. It wasn’t 
that she was no longer desirable. It was more that she had 
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put herself above the usual woman’s notions and sometimes 
he felt as though she would only endure sex with him if 
necessary, but she would obtain no real pleasure. 

It was too bad, he thought objectively. She was still beauti¬ 
ful, still a woman, but it was as though she rejected these 
things. As though she sought to hide from them—perhaps she 
was afraid of being hurt again. 

Watching her by the light of the fire, one evening, he won¬ 
dered if she might perk up if he took her to San Francisco 
for a few days. He knew her birthday was in April, only a 
few weeks away. It would be a nice surprise. 

Honor couldn’t 1 help the rising tide of excitement as she 
mounted her horse and guided it forward behind Jaime’s. He 
had waited until last night to tell her that he was going to 
take her with him to San Francisco. She had been almost ab¬ 
surdly grateful. San Francisco! She couldn’t believe he was 
going to take her with him. It had been in the back of her 
mind so long, and she had never thought that she would be 
able to go—leave this bandido camp that had been her home 
for so long. She wouldn’t be coming back, she wouldn’t! She 
would make her escape as soon as she could. Surely it would 
not be hard in a city the size of San Francisco. 

She was aware that besides herself and Jaime, Christabel 
would be along as well as two or three others, but that would 
not deter her. She could think as coolly as Jaime under 
pressure and could ride even better than he. 

As they rode north, a journey of some three days, to San 
Francisco, she tried to formulate a plan. They would make 
camp every night on the road, deeming it too risky to stay at 
an inn as Jaime now had a substantial price on his head. 
Honor had been surprised and, despite herself, concerned, 
when Jaime had shown her the wanted poster. The likeness 
had been very good and the reward was up to five hundred 
dollars. 

Jaime had made the mistake of stealing horses from a 
nearby ranch, and in the process, one of his men had killed 
the overseer. The owner, a hard-bitten gringo, had vowed re¬ 
venge, and hence the uplift from a twopenny thief (who, she 
had found out, had murdered one of his own men in a bar¬ 
room brawl) to a full-fledged outlaw, the subject of greedy 
bounty hunters. 

Jaime had not minded the added notoriety. It had only in¬ 
creased his recklessness. This trip to San Francisco had come 
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about directly as a way to thumb his nose at all those who 
wanted his hide, he said. He could still travel freely, he insist¬ 
ed, without interference from the bounty hunters, and he 
could still live it up with stolen gold in the gambling saloons 
of the city. It was an act of bravado that was lost on Honor, 
but she was fervently glad he had thought of it, and was tak¬ 
ing her along. 

They arrived in the coastal city in the afternoon and Jaime 
led them to Portsmouth Square, which had been the old plaza 
in the Spanish-govemment days. Honor’s eyes widened at the 
influx of people everywhere in the square. All sides of it were 
lined with shops, gambling saloons and a few hotels which 
catered to the low life by offering dice games, cards and 
whores. 

She could see the excitement on Jaime’s face at the pros¬ 
pect of getting into a card game that very evening. He paid 
for their rooms and dispatched the two women upstairs with 
the little luggage they had brought. Actually, only the women 
had brought an extra change of clothes, as the men could 
have their shirts sent out to a Chinese laundry while they 
took an afternoon nap. 

“It’s certainly no castle, is it?” Christabel smiled, flopping 
unceremoniously on the bed, the sheets of which were a 
dingy yellow. 

Honor sat on a stained chair gingerly. “Do they actually 
call this place a hotel?” she asked incredulously. 

Christabel shrugged. “It’s only one dollar a day for all of 
us for two rooms. Remember, Jaime would much rather 
spend his money on gambling than worry about our com¬ 
fort.” 

“Ugh! And I had actually looked forward to this trip,” 
Honor bantered. 

“You’re lucky! I remember the time Jaime put us up in a 
hotel in Sydney Town along the coast of the city! I lived in 
fear of my life the whole time!” 

“What’s Sydney Town?” 

“It’s a bad area. Honor. You never want to be caught there 
without some male protection. Even the police don’t like to 
go in unless there’s five or six of them. They call it Sydney 
Town because most of the people who started it are Austra¬ 
lians. The worst of the lot, too. Mostly convicts, murderers, 
thieves and whoremongers.” She shivered. “They’re the dregs 
of the earth.” 

“Then why don’t the city fathers do something about it? 
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Don’t they have a system of law and order around here?” 
Honor demanded. 

Again, the sarcastic shrug. “The ‘city fathers’ are all politi¬ 
cal fat cats,” Christabel explained contemptuously. “They’ll 
take a fat bribe from any one of the disreputable types in this 
town—and there are plenty of them. There used to be a Vigi¬ 
lance Committee that took it upon themselves to try to oust 
all the murderers and other criminals from power. They used 
to hang anyone they found committing a crime, but the au¬ 
thorities finally persuaded them to lay their arms down and 
graft and vice came in faster and stronger than ever. The 
whole town is one big bed of sin!” 

“You mean there’s no one to stand up for their rights?” 

“Very few who don’t end up on the payment end of a po¬ 
litical scheme,” Christabel said. “Law and order is something 
that happens only when it suits someone with power in the 
city. Of coursej there are bankers and big merchants and rail¬ 
road men who strong-arm the criminals through their money 
and sheer force—but they always use their own bullies.” 

Honor shook her head. “I can’t understand how the city 
survives.” She remembered the domed capitol building in 
Charleston, the political figures in their black cutaway coats 
and gray-striped ascots, the elegant balls and dinners that she 
had attended with her parents. Authority had seemed all- 
seeing and swift to punish those who offended it. She sup¬ 
posed, now, that there must have been those who took bribes 
and looked the other way when a crime was committed. But 
things had looked so different then. 

“The city survives because of one thing,” Christabel put in. 
“Gold. There is so much that flows through here and changes 
hands every day, I’ll bet no one has any idea of the actual 
amount.” 

She grinned at Honor’s stupefaction. “Anything else you 
want to know about the history of San Francisco?” she asked 
teasingly. 

Honor shook her head. “Only—what are we supposed to 
do while Jaime gambles?” 

“We can do just about anything we want if we take Luis 
and Paco along. What would you like to do?” 

“I’d like to see the ocean!” 

“All right, you wash up while I go and ferret out our two 
unwilling escorts.” 

In no time, Jaime had hired them a hansom and they were 
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on their way north toward Golden Gate. From there, they 
would swerve west to avoid the waterfront district. 

Honor was breathless with awe as they stopped on a high 
knoll and looked out over the ocean. It was nearly sundown 
and die bright red ball of the sun was dipping into the water, 
causing rays of red and pink to highlight the waves. A low fog 
was beginning to move in with the evening darkness and re¬ 
luctantly Honor agreed with Christabel that they should be 
on their way back to the hotel. 

Because of a disturbance on their route, they had to go 
down Pacific Street Peeping out from the window curtains. 
Honor could see the wooden sidewalks crowded by all man¬ 
ner of people, including drunken sailors who disappeared in¬ 
side groggeries that lined the street. 

“You can smell the Chilenos from here,” Christabel said, 
wrinkling her nose in distaste at the scents of garlic, chili, 
outhouses and whiskey. 

“What are the Chilenos?” Honor asked avidly. 

“The Latin peoples up from South America and Mexico, 9 * 
Christabel explained. “They call them ‘greasers* up here,” 

“You mean they’re considered one of the disreputable 
types,” Honor amended. 

“Yes, and they—” 

Before Christabel could fully explain, there was a sudden 
commotion outside, followed by a rocking of the coach, 
causing Luis and Paco to finger their Colts nervously. 

Honor exchanged an anxious look with Christabel before 
glimpsing outside. A small group of sullen-looking men were 
pulling down the driver and starting to whip him with short 
quirts, as though in playful teasing. 

“Riffraff,” Christabel snorted. “They won’t play long when 
they see the iron our two companions are carrying.” She 
nodded to the two men, who opened the door and stepped 
out, menacing revolvers at the ready. 

In a few moments, the men had quit their game, skulking 
back into the shadows while brazenly painted whores blew 
kisses at the two Mexicans and invited them inside their clap¬ 
board houses. Luis helped the driver back to his seat and the 
two men climbed back into the coach. They would have liked 
to have taken the whores up on their promises, but knew that 
they had to get the two women back to their hotel first, or 
Jaime Sevillas would have their hides on a stake. 

“Whew, I was afraid we were going to get a firsthand look 
at what I was talking about!” Christabel breathed after the 
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hansom had resumed its course. “After they finished playing 
with our driver, we would have been next if it hadn’t been 
for our two gallants.” She nodded at the two men. 

“I think I’ll stay around the hotel tomorrow,” Honor put in 
nervously. 

She was wondering how in the world she was going to be 
able to escape Jaime when, without him or the protection of 
his men, she would probably wind up robbed, raped or 
murdered. It wasn’t going to be easy to get away from 
Christabel’s watchful eye anyway, for Honor had the feeling 
that Jaime had charged her with looking out for her during 
their stay. She slumped back in her seat, her brow knit in 
thought. San Francisco was not at all what she had expected. 
Perhaps she would be better off to stay with Jaime for the 
time being. 


^Jwenty- 


deven 


Despite the restricting circumstances, Honor found time 
to tour parts of the city with Christabel, both of them always 
escorted by Luis and Paco. They prudently avoided Sydney 
Town and the waterfront, but drove boldly through the 
Chinese quarter of the town, shying away from the sinister 
alleys where Chinese “cribs” operated at twenty-five cents per 
customer for half an hour with the Chinese girl of their 
choice. They did see the more elite Chinese parlor houses on 
Grant Avenue, and Waverly Place which exuded the odors of 
musk, sandalwood and a sweet, cloying scent that Christabel 
explained was opium smoke, a drug that made one a mindless 
zombie if one indulged too long in it. 

They shopped at some of the better stores, including a 
small store owned by Levi Strauss, who specialized in blue 
serge trousers which were called “denims” by the local 
miners, who were his biggest customers. They climbed Tele¬ 
graph Hill and gazed in awe at some of the monstrous houses 
that were already being built on Nob Hill. 

They toured the whole of Portsmouth Square and passed 
by the notorious Bella Union, a high-class gambling and 
whore house that catered to the best clientele. They dressed 
up one day and drank Madeira at the Virginia City Intema- 
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tional Hotel restaurant, where tailcoats and cowboy boots 
seemed to mix incongruously. 

Avoiding the dangerous upper part of Pacific Street, they 
rode through the lower part, enjoying the colorful sights. On 
almost every parlor house and gambling saloon, they saw 
signs printed with “No Irish” or “No Greasers.” Christabel 
and Honor had to laugh a little since Honor was one of the 
former and Christabel, unashamedly, one of the latter. At 
any rate, they were not about to go in any of the places. 

On their last night in the city, Jaime, who had won con¬ 
sistently at the tables, exuberantly presented them with two 
new gowns he had purchased in a ready-made store. His taste 
was a trifle gawdy for Honor’s sensibilities, but she accepted 
his gift with heartfelt thanks. It was the first time a man had 
given her a present with no strings attached, except for Ron 
Williams, and she was grateful. 

She and Christabel dressed in their new gowns, which were 
thankfully pretty true to size. ChristabeFs flame-red dress 
suited her dusky complexion and Honor’s pale blue taffeta 
brought out the color of her eyes and hair. They dressed their 
hair carefully, as Jaime had promised to take them someplace 
special tonight 

He arrived at their door (the two women had stayed in 
one room, the men in the other) promptly at eight dressed 
neatly in black broadcloth and string tie. He hired a hansom 
to take them to Seal Rock House, which was newly built and 
already a favorite place of sporting gentlemen and their 
ladies. There was a restaurant where one could eat while 
watching the bay and Honor was excited at the prospect. She 
only wished Jamie had thought to buy them gloves and slip¬ 
pers, but she would have to make do with her riding boots 
and bare hands. 

They were shown to a table by the window after Jamie 
gave the maitre d’hotel a generous tip, and all three gazed 
out to the bay as they talked lightheartedly of their stay in 
the city. 

It was not until the last morsel of glazed pheasant was 
eaten that Honor felt uncomfortably that someone was 
watching her. The feeling persisted through the last glass of 
champagne, and finally she turned her head to catch a pair of 
cold black eyes gazing at her bumingly. 

Honor choked on the Dorn Perignon, and when Jaime 
asked her what was wrong, she could only gasp, “Your 
brother.. 
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He nodded thoughtfully. “Yes, I know.” 

“You know! But—” „ „ t - - 

“What was I to do about it, hermosita" He has not both¬ 
ered us.” 

“But after what he did!” she exclaimed, beside herself. The 
evening was ruined for her and she only wanted to return to 
their hotel. She hated that man and it was all she could do to 
remain poised at their table. 

“What would you have me do?*’ Jaime asked uncomfort- 

«I wish—i wish there was some way to expose him for the 
cheat and the liar that he is!” she answered vehemently. 

“And have him expose me, chica? You do nqt think 
wisely.” Jaime’s tone held a note of warning in it and Honor 
realized he wanted no scene in this public place, but she 
couldn’t help looking again at Esteban, a look of disgust on 

her face. „. - 

Beside him, she noted, sat a frail-looking young woman of 
about her own age with enormous blue eyes and fair hair that 
was curled impeccably about her heart-shaped face. The eyes 
watched her with curiosity mixed with a certain anxiety and 
Honor knew this must be the girl he called Marianne, his 
wife. She could only feel pity for her. She did not look the 
sort to be married to a blackguard such as Esteban Sevillas. 

To her utter chagrin, as they were leaving the restaurant, 
Esteban and his wife were also collecting their capes. There 
was no way to avoid a confrontation, and Jaime hastily 
pushed Honor behind him. 

“Ah, mi kermano, we meet in strange places, eh?” Jaime 
said easily. 

“Si” Esteban replied blandly, turning to help his wife with 
her evening cloak. 

"But Esteban, you forget your manners,” Marianne said, 
more than ever curious about this man her husband called 
brother. “Will you not introduce me?” 

It was easy to see that Esteban had no wish to introduce 
his wife to his brother, but after a moment’s pause he did so 
hesitantly. 

“My brother, Jaime—my wife, Marianne.” Brief and to the 
point. 

“I confess that Esteban has never talked much about you, 
Jaime,” Marianne said lightly, “but now that we know each 
other—” 
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“Jaime and I do not see each other often,” Esteban cut in 
quickly. “Come along.” 

Twirling his moustache and smiling wickedly, Jaime bowed 
low to his brother’s wife and introduced his two female com¬ 
panions. “Senora, allow me to introduce my friends, Christa- 
bel Sanchez and Honor O’Brien.” 

Marianne’s pleasant smile froze for a moment and a look 
of puzzlement appeared on her features. “Honor? Forgive 
me, but I have heard the name before—from my mother-in- 
law.” She smiled nervously. “A coincidence, I suppose.” 

Good for Yolande! Honor thought wryly. 

“Have you—do you live near Monterey, Miss O’Brien?” 
Marianne pressed, aware of her husband’s fingers digging cru¬ 
elly into her arm beneath the cloak. 

“Yes, I do,” Honor replied boldly, avoiding Esteban’s eyes. 
Let him sweat this one out, she thought angrily. “As a matter 
of fact, I was engaged to someone who lived in one of the 
haciendas outside of Monterey.” 

“That is a coincidence,” Marianne laughed, but her smile 
was still anxious as Esteban’s fingers tightened even more. 

“I suppose then we might have been neighbors,” she con¬ 
tinued softly as Esteban tugged forcefully at her arm, leading 
her outside. 

“I think not,” Honor said to herself as she watched the 
fury on Esteban’s face. And then aloud to Jaime, “Perhaps 
we shouldn’t have irritated him like that, Jaime. He might—” 
Jaime laughed securely. “You forget, chica, that he is my 
brother. And brothers do not betray brothers.” 

Honor shrugged, but she said nothing more. Christabel 
gave her an understanding look as she drew her aim through 
Jaime’s, and the three of them left the Seal Rock House and 
returned to their hotel 

The next morning, Jaime wanted to get a good start and 
both girls awoke early to breakfast downstairs before begin¬ 
ning the journey back. Honor chafed sullenly as they mount¬ 
ed their horses and Jaime turned in his saddle to give her a 
wink. 

“Ah, hermosita, I am surprised you are still with us, eh? I 
had expected not to see you this morning.” 

“And where would I go?” she retorted angrily. “Perhaps to 
Sydney Town, or the Chinese quarter?” 

He stroked his chin thoughtfully. “Or perhaps to one of the 
gambling halls to learn the trick of the cards. Or,” and he 
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grinned engagingly, “into the lap of one of these fine mil¬ 
lionaires that seem to abound in this city of sin.” 

“It seems I am to be stuck with a foxy bandido instead,” 
Honor replied, with a hint of laughter. 

“You could do worse,” he said. 

They urged their horses into a quick canter and San Fran¬ 
cisco was soon well behind them and they were on the open 
road to Monterey. The journey back was quicker than their 
journey to the city as Jaime was anxious to get back to his 
camp, where he knew fights may have broken out in his ab¬ 
sence and some of his men may have been apprehended by 
the law or killed by other bandidos. 

They arrived at the camp in the blaze of a spring sunset 
and Jaime was pleased to see that all were safe and the home 
fires burning for his return. He ordered a grand fiesta and ev¬ 
eryone stayed up the whole night, drinking, gambling and 
wenching. Alone, Honor watched from the cabin she shared 
with Christabel as the others danced the wild fandango 
dances that exuded a sensual awareness of the body that 
could drive men wild. Christabel was dancing in a ring of 
clapping people, her skirts flying around her thighs and her 
arms damp with perspiration. In another moment, she knew 
Jaime would leap up and join her and afterward he would 
collapse with her in his bed. She did not mind being left out. 
Despite her closeness to Christabel and her fondness for 
Jaime, she felt like an alien—and there was still the nagging 
worry about Esteban in the back of her mind. 

“Why do you walk around with such a frown, hermosita?” 
Jaime asked her lazily one day when he returned from a suc¬ 
cessful raid with several horses and steers. 

“I am still thinking of your brother, the snake,” she in¬ 
formed him, her chin in her hands. 

“Do not worry about him, chica. Look, I have only just 
now returned from stealing some of his herd. That will make 
him angry, no?” 

“Yes! I don’t trust him, Jaime. Perhaps—perhaps, you 
should stay away from his ranch.” 

He laughed. “Ah, do not tell me what to do, my little 
gringa, or you will anger me. For your remark, I will raid 
him again tomorrow—and you shall come with me so that 
you can work out your anger on his cattle.” 

“I? Ride with you on a raid?” Honor shook her head. 
“Jaime, I don’t want a price on my head.” 
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He seemed delighted with the idea. “A reward for twenty- 
five dollars for the outlaw woman with hair of gold and eyes 
of the sea. I am sure, hermosita, that many men would try to 
capture you.” He winked slyly. “And not for the reward 
alone, eh?” 

She blushed and eyed him hotly. “No doubt you would 
collect the reward yourself?” 

“But of course, and then I would come to break you out of 
jail,” he assured her, still smiling. 

“Oh, Jaime, must I—” 

His brow raised slightly in the beginning of a frown. “You 
will not refuse me, hermosita, or perhaps I will think you 
need a strong man in your bed to tame that willful nature,” 
he threatened in a low voice. 

Again her cheeks bloomed. She considered him a friend, 
but had no interest in him as a lover. In fact, she had told 
herself ruefully, she hardly cared whether she ever had a 
lover again. Men were too treacherous and too greedy. She 
was really better off by herself. 

“All right, I will ride with you, but only if you let Christa- 
bel come,” she said, feeling safer if another woman rode with 
them. 

He nodded graciously. “Although she would not make as 
good a robber as yourself,” he said under his breath. 

He rode away, leaving her annoyed and angry and 
ashamed all at once. All right then, if he insisted, she would 
ride with him and carry out her vengeance on her enemy’s 
cattle. It would be a little thing to him, she knew, but it 
would help to ease her anger. 

The next morning, she was in the saddle, dressed in a 
man’s breeches—a pair of denims she had bought from Mr. 
Strauss—and a checkered shirt and neckerchief. She wore a 
serape over her shoulder and a large sombrero under which 
she pinned her hair. 

Upon seeing her, Jaime laughed his approval. He helped 
Christabel to mount her horse and then gave the signal to 
ride out. They rode between the blocks of sandstone and into 
the beautiful morning, the grass still dew-kissed. 

“We shall take twenty cattle for you, hermosita!” Jaime 
cried exuberantly. 

“Thirty!” Honor shouted back as she leaned over her 
horse’s neck. 

“Agreed!” 

They circled the unfenced portion of the Sevillas land and 
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stopped on a crest to survey the land. There were no cattle 
this far out and so they moved in a little. Finally they spotted 
a herd of Angus grazing placidly in one of the many small 
dips between knolls. There were about fifty and only two 
men riding herd. 

“This will be an easy snatch!” Jaime laughed. He signaled 
his ten men to split up and surround the herd, keeping close 
to some cover so as not to alert the vaqueros. 

“You will stay close to me,” he ordered the two women. 

“Will there be any shooting?” Honor wanted to know, 
feeling the gooseflesh on her arms at actually breaking the 
law. 

“You mean those two hombres down there?” Jaime 
shrugged. “Not unless they feel like heroes today. And that is 
usually not the case.” 

He raised his pistol and fired once in the air, causing his 
men to tighten their circle. Instantly the vaqueros split in two 
different directions, leaving Honor to wonder at the ease of it 
all. No wonder Jaime thought this a wonderful way to make 
a living. She had to admit it certainly seemed so. 

“Pick your thirty, little one,” Jaime offered. 

Honor turned to him saucily, but before she could open 
her mouth, she caught riders out of the comer of her eye. 
Surprised, she turned in her saddle and saw ten men coming 
at them. A strange feeling of fear welled up inside of her and 
soon turned to a fateful dread as she saw ten more men 
gather on the other side. More men appeared to the east and 
west until they were snugly surrounded by the Sevillas va¬ 
queros. 

“ Hermano , we meet again!” came a voice that held no 
emotion. 

Jaime whirled in surprise to confront his brother, who was 
riding calmly toward him with three of his men. Then he 
laughed. 

“Brother, what are you doing here? You try to spoil my 
fun, eh?” 

Esteban laughed, showing white teeth that seemed to 
Honor to resemble the fangs of a hungry wolf. She tensed in 
her saddle, awaiting Jaime’s signal to fire and make a run for 
it. He did neither. - 

“Surrender, Jaime!” The command was light, almost play- 

ful. . 

“Brother, you ruin my reputation as a bandido. Jaime 

laughed again. 
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“Jaime, he has surrounded your men,” Christabel hissed. 
Even she had begun to worry. 

Jaime shrugged. “He is my brother. We will talk this out 
between us.” He called out, “All right, Esteban. I am yours. 
What is it you want of me?” 

“Come with me to the hacienda, Jaime.” 

Everything in her warned Honor against such a course of 
action. Esteban Sevillas was a snake, a wolf, a man without 
honor. Desperately she tried to caution Jaime, but he would 
not listen, dismissing her fear as a woman’s prerogative. Rais¬ 
ing his hand, he gave the signal to his men to follow him to 
the hacienda. 

“I trust hermano, that you will provide good food and 
wine for my men and me?” he asked Esteban lightly. 

The older man snickered softly. “Of course.” His eyes 
touched briefly on Honor, met and held her eyes for a mo¬ 
ment, then slipped away. A slight smile appeared on his face 
and Honor shivered. She would have wheeled her horse and 
tried to run for it, but Sevillas' men were hemming her in on 
all sides now and it was impossible to escape. Oh, Jaime, 
Jaime, she thought. How could he be so foolish? 

“And how is your lovely esposa?” Jaime asked politely as 
they neared the hacienda. 

Esteban smiled. “She is well. She remained behind in San 
Francisco with her parents.” 

“Her parents—they are wealthy, of course?” 

“Of course, hermano. Her father is one of the richest of all 
the speculators. Would I have countenanced a penniless 
bride?” His words made Honor wince and then redden in an¬ 
ger. 

She remained silent through sheer determination not to in¬ 
vite further harassment. They dismounted in the yard and 
Jaime’s men were dispatched to the bam for victuals. Honor 
watched them go with a feeling of dread she couldn’t shake. 
They entered the hacienda. Maria Diaz ushered them in, but 
her eyes would not meet Honor’s in salutation. 

“In here, Jaime,” Esteban was saying, as he threw open the 
door to his study. 

Inside, three men stood up, their guns held ready in their 
hands. Jaime gazed first at them, then at his brother, open- 
mouthed. “What is this, hermano?” 

Esteban nodded to one of the men. “This is your man, 
sheriff. Jaime Sevillas. Take him.” 

The two other men swiftly moved to tie Jaime’s hands and 
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when he struggled to pull out his pistol, one of them knocked 
him out with a hard knock of his pistol to the temple. 
Christabel cried out and bent to help him, but was kicked 
away. 

“And this is his whore, sheriff,” Esteban calmly went on, 

pointing to the distraught Christabel. 4 , 

“Bastard! Spineless bastard! I will kill you! Christabel 
screamed, trying to lunge for Esteban, but she was quickly 
subdued by one of the sheriff’s men. She struggled as they 
tied her hands behind her. “Jaime’s men will come for him 
and I will see you roasted on a spit!” 

“His men have been tied up neatly by now in the bam by 
the rest of the posse, puta!” Esteban said bitingly. “And I 
doubt you will see anything, with your eyes bulging out of 
your skull at the end of a rope!” 

“No!” Honor stepped forward, her hand a blur as she 
pulled out her pistol and leveled it at Esteban’s chest. “Untie 
both of them and let us go, or I will put a bullet through 
you,” she warned through her teeth. Her green eyes were 
stormy, her tongue held between her teeth as she met his cold 

“You! Who would have believed it? My brother has taught 
you something, I can see,” Esteban said Jeeringly. His gaze 
was contemptuous. “Put that away, Honor, before you, too, 
seal your fate at the end of a rope. They have nothing against 
you now,” he reminded her. 

She shook her head. “Let them go,” she repeated with 

deadly calm. . 

The sheriff stood undecided, his men holding, each of their 
prisoners. Jaime was still unconscious, slumped in the arms of 
his captor, but Christabel’s eyes shone at her companion’s 

bravado. . 

“She can kill you, batard!” Christabel hissed ominously. 
“She can put the bullet in your heart or between the eyes. Let 
us go, as she says.” 

For a moment, the resolve in Esteban wavered, but he 
quickly collected himself. He could see, coming down the 
hall, one of the sheriff’s deputies. His eyes flickered as he 
relaxed. “You remind me of a lioness protecting her mate,” 
he said scornfully, eyeing the slender girl with a ridiculing 
glance. “You have grown up, querida” he added softly. 

Honor cocked the pistol and returned his glance as coolly 
as she could. She wasn’t at all sure she could pull the trigger 
and actually shoot a man cold-bloodedly, but she was sure of 
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one thing—that she couldn’t allow this man to hang Jamie 
and Christabel, the only people she had left. He had killed 
her lover already; she could not let him do more harm to her. 

“Put the gun down, miss,” the sheriff spoke gruffly. 

Honor looked at him with contempt. “Are you afraid of 
losing your reward money, sheriff?” she asked. 

The sheriff reddened, but he, too, had caught sight of his 
deputy and his brows lifted in silent signal to the man, who 
was slowly sneaking up behind the girl. Christabel caught the 
sheriff’s look and her mouth flew open in alarm. 

“Honor, behind you!” 

Honor whirled, but the deputy had already pounced and 
had hit her with a glancing blow that knocked the gun from 
her hand and sent her to the floor on her side. She struggled 
to get up, but the man held her down grimly. He knew what 
these greaser whores could do with a knife or a gun, and this 
one seemed to mean business. 

The sheriff heaved a sigh of relief and motioned to his men 
to take his two prisoners outside. “And this one,” he began, 
pointing to Honor, “will have to be taken in too for threaten¬ 
ing an officer of the law.” 

"The law!” Honor spat. “You mean an officer of Esteban 
Sevillas! Did he pay for you to be voted into your office, 
sheriff?” she asked sarcastically, wriggling beneath the deputy, 
who seemed to enjoy keeping her in her ignominious position 
on the floor. 

“Shut your mouth, you damned greaser,” the deputy yelled 
at her, swiping her across the cheek. 

Honor saw stars for a moment, but regained her sensibili¬ 
ties to realize that she was being dragged to her feet and pro¬ 
pelled out of the room. She slumped against the deputy, 
hoping he would think she had fainted, but the man did not 
trust her enough to release her. 

Esteban was arguing with the sheriff. She could hear their 
voices from the hallway, but they no longer interested her. 
She wondered briefly what the inside of a jail would be like. 
She had never even been in one to visit. Well, she could face 
it, if she had to. She steeled herself to remain stiff as the dep¬ 
uty tried to make her walk down the hall. 

Finally the sheriff stalked out, his round face reddened 
even more as he strode toward Honor. “Take this woman to 
the barn and tie her up!” he ordered the startled deputy. 

“But sheriff—” 

“Goddammit, Lawson, do as I say!” he yelled and walked 
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outside to where Jaime, Christabel and his men were tied to¬ 
gether, awaiting their next orders. Most of them were 
slumped awkwardly over their saddles, their hands tied be¬ 
hind them, and Honor felt pity for them. 

Pity and an intense desire to go with them. More than any¬ 
thing else in the world, she did not want to be left behind— 
with Sevillas. She shuddered. He was having her put in the 
bam. Where he had put Brice before— But she mustn’t think 
about Brice now, she mustn’t, or she would never be able to 
bear up. Stoically she walked in front of the deputy, who was 
still muttering under his breath. 

The bam was fragrant with hay and she was ushered into a 
boxlike stall and made to sit down while the deputy tied her 
hands and feet and, as a further precaution, placed a gag 
over her mouth. She knew he was only doing it because of 
the trouble she had caused him. He stood back from his 
work, regarding her with a pleased eye, then spat and left her 
alone. 

Honor sat in the warm half-light, gagging on her kerchief 
and chafing her hands as she tried to work them loose. It was 
no use. The deputy had tied them so tightly that she felt them 
numbing almost instantly. Wearily she leaned her head back 
against the wood. She could hear the rumble of horses as the 
sheriff, his posse and hostages left the hacienda. Two tears 
trickled hopelessly down her cheeks as she thought of Jaime’s 
fate. 

Her ears picked up the sound of booted feet entering the 
bam and she steeled herself to regard her captor without 
flinching. She was only sorry that she could not wipe the 
tears from her cheeks, for he saw them instantly and was 
pleased. 

“Sad over your fate, querida?” he asked her disdainfully. 

He watched her eyes, green emeralds blazing defiance at 
him. Every line of her body spoke her hatred of him and his 
eyes gleamed at how he would subjugate her to his will. He 
had been able to tame Marianne so easily, he had almost for¬ 
gotten how this one had heated his blood with her defiance. 
Oh, Marianne had tried to defy him for a while. She had 
been surprised at this new husband of hers, who was deter¬ 
mined that she would obey him in all things. She had fought 
back for the sake of her own self-respect, but he had crushed 
her brief rebellion with ridiculous ease. Marianne was such a 
mewling kitten. He suspected that she might tell her father 
how she was treated and had viewed her wish to stay behind 
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in San Francisco with suspicion, but after a night’s stay with 
her, he had made her see a glimpse of the wrath that would 
await her should she attempt to have the marriage annulled. 
Even her father, with all his wealth, could not do that. With¬ 
out evidence. 

Now she was away and he had this young woman here 
now—one who was all fire and blazing defiance. Impudent 
puta who would test his will with her own, only to come out 
the loser ultimately. But the game was the thing—and he was 
sure that she would give him a good one. Still, better to let 
her stew for a while in the bam. He had plenty of time and 
could afford to take some of the spunk out of her. 

Deliberately he walked toward her and leaned over, his 
face close to hers. With all her might. Honor wished she 
could spit in his face, but the gag prevented her and she 
could only dart hatred at him with her eyes. 

“You are not glad to see me again, eh, querida?” he asked 
softly. “Ah, but you should never have defied me so brazenly 
in the city. Perhaps, if you had not tried your luck, I would 
have forgotten about you.” He was taunting her, making her 
think it was all her own fault—Jaime’s capture, his ultimate 
death, her fate in his hands. 

She shook her head vehemently, denying his charge. He 
laughed at her frustration. “Ah, querida , I wonder how much 
you have changed in—how long?—five months? Did my 
brother spread your legs often, puta?” 

She was still as his hands lifted the serape from her chest 
and threw it over her shoulder so that it fell to the ground 
behind her. The only sign of her agitation was her quickened 
breathing as he calmly and deliberately began to unbutton 
her shirt. Slowly, so slowly, he pulled aside the two halves 
and assessed her breasts before cupping them in his hands ex¬ 
perimentally. His thumbs rolled the tips, watching them 
thoughtfully as they stiffened at his expertise. 

Esteban felt his crotch filled, stiffening with his desire. He 
would have liked to have vented his urges on her then, but 
forced himself to wait. She had closed her eyes, renouncing 
the betrayal by her own flesh. He laughed low in his throat 
To her horror, he bent his head and placed his mouth on her 
flesh, nibbling and sucking with his teeth and lips. Her whole 
body tensed, stiffened with hatred and a flash of desire that 
she was helpless to quell. Her body grew warmer as he con¬ 
tinued to nuzzle at her breast and she shut her eyes tighter. 
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She hated him, she told herself over and over. Nevertheless, 
she couldn’t help the relieved sigh as he took his mouth away. 

“Do you want me now?” he asked her, breathing hard. 

She could see the bulge in his trousers signaling his raging 
desire. But she knew this game from before. The pleading for 
him to take her, the holding back, the humiliation. Before he 
had used drugs to stimulate her and now it had been her own 
body, starving for a man’s expert touch, that had betrayed 
her. And she had thought she no longer needed men! She 
hated herself—and him for making her see her own need. 

But she did not need him. She did not want him. She gazed 
into his eyes and defied him with all her strength. He smiled 
condescendingly. He pulled her shirt together and,straight¬ 
ened. 

“Mustn’t let my men be tempted,” he said to himself, still 
looking at her thoughtfully. 

Without another word, he walked out of the bam and she 
could hear him bawling for one of the kitchen wenches. She 
was filled with disgust. If she could only free her hands, but 
it was no use. She fell back, panting from her exertions, 
feeling as though she would strangle on the tight gag around 
her mouth. She forced herself to breathe slowly, allowing the 
panic to recede. 

She had no way of knowing what Sevillas would decide to 
do with her. That he would rape her was obvious, and al¬ 
though she cringed at the thought, she was more concerned 
with what he meant to do with her afterward. From a man 
who could turn his own brother over to certain death, she ex¬ 
pected no mercy. 

She suffered throughout the remainder of the day and the 
night, barely sleeping from the pain in her swollen ankles and 
wrists. Her throat was sore from the dryness caused from the 
gag and she almost wished for death to relieve her from this 
torture. All through the next day, she tensed at any unex¬ 
pected sound, but no one came to her. Her relief gradually 
turned to panic again, as her hunger overtook her. She had a 
raging thirst and began to fear that her hands and feet would 
fall off from lack of circulation. She had not even been al¬ 
lowed to attend to her personal needs and was sitting in a 
pool of wet straw. 

Finally, toward the end of the second day of her torture, 
Esteban entered the bam, his nose wrinkling with distaste. 

“Queridct, you have soiled yourself—how disgusting!” 
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Honor looked up at him through a blur of her vision. Dear 
God, she would do anything if only he would untie her! 

He was pleased at the subdued look about her. Her eyes 
were haunted from lack of sleep and her lips were bruised 
from the cloth that bound them. He reached over to untie it 
and saw the tears of relief well up in her eyes as she worked 
her mouth experimentally. Realizing that there was no longer 
any danger, he took a knife and cut the rope at her ankles 
and wrists. A cry of sheer pain jolted from her dry throat as 
the blood began to flow more freely in her hands and feet It 
felt like a thousand needles pricking her flesh, and for a mo¬ 
ment, she thought she would faint. 

“Come now, querida, how would you like a hot bath? 
Quite frankly, chicci, you stink worse than one of my cows.” 

His insults bounced off her numbed brain and she followed 
him haltingly, falling to her knees more than once from the 
pain in her feet. Impatiently he pulled her along to the 
kitchen, where a frightened serving girl waited next to a tub 
of steaming water. 

“Strip her and bum these clothes!” Esteban ordered. 

The girl did as she was told and helped Honor into the tub. 
Slowly but surely, as she soaked in the heated water, Honor 
felt life coming back to her. Esteban had almost beaten her, 
she thought, but now she felt nearly well enough to defy him 
again. The fire in the kitchen warmed her even more as the 
girl dried her with a towel and then pulled a thin silk shift 
over her arms. 

“You are hungry?” 

Honor nodded weakly. She felt as warm and snug as a 
newborn kitten. She would have liked to have curled up 
somewhere and fallen asleep, but she was hungry and she 
knew she would need the strength against Esteban. The girl 
kindly brushed her hair as Honor ate the bowl of soup she set 
before her. 

“Much, much better.” Esteban was watching from the en¬ 
trance to the kitchen, his eyes picking up the glow from the 
fire. “You will come with me now, querida” He was com¬ 
manding her and for a moment was surprised to see 
resistance in her eyes. 

Honor quickly veiled her fiery defiance. It would be better 
to let him think he had won for now. There would be time 
for revenge very soon, she thought, getting up to take his 
hand. His arm wrapped possessively about her shoulders and 
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she allowed herself to sway against him to help the illusion of 
weakness. 

She remembered the stairway by heart, knew where his 
room was. He was taking her there now and as she entered, 
the sight of the turned-down bed was so inviting that her 
resolution wavered by a fraction. But, she reminded herself, 
he had not brought her here to sleep and her determination 
hardened once more. 

A table had been laid out with fruit and wine and cheese 
and he bade her sit down while he stoked the fire. He was al¬ 
ready dressed in a rich, velvet dressing gown and so there 
would be no chance to retrieve a weapon from his person. 
Her eyes roamed the room and came to rest on the fruit 
plate, which held a small knife used to peel the fruit. 

Hesitantly she slipped it closer to her, then turned quickly 
as she heard him speaking to her. 

“Come to me, querida. The refreshment is for later,” 

Honor slipped the knife inside a pocket of the shift and 
went toward him slowly, as one mesmerized. Her mind 
worked feverishly as she assessed the room, his state of 
mindless desire. She picked at details—his suit of clothes 
thrown carelessly over a chair, the key to the locked door on 
his dressing table. 

“You are too slow. Honor. Hurry—I do not wish to be 
kept waiting,” he commanded softly. 

He was sitting in an armchair by the fire, his arms out¬ 
stretched to fold her fragrant flesh against him. Still standing, 
Honor felt him press his hands against her hips to bring them 
forward as his head bent so that his mouth could devour her 
bosom, then travel slowly downward, parting the thin silk as 
he went. She started as his wet tongue traced glistening pat¬ 
terns on her belly and then began to delve even lower. 

Now was the time, she thought, using her hatred to force 
herself to retrieve the knife from her pocket. Her fist closed 
around it and she raised her arm to strike him between die 
shoulder blades. 

The sudden tenseness in her body was the only thing to 
give her away, but Esteban, sensing it, lifted his head for a 
moment to reassure her. His eyes caught the gleam of cold 
steel in the firelight and, instinctively, he moved sideways to 
avoid the death blow. 

Honor’s downward swipe caught only his shoulder, but. it 
was enough to make him release her with the sudden pain. 
She stepped back and watched him slump slowly forward to 
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the floor, but she knew that the pain would not keep him 
there for long. Hurriedly she glanced around the room and 
found a porcelain vase on a shelf. Without a second thought, 
she rushed to it and brought it back to where Esteban was 
groaning in pain. She felt no guilt as she brought it forcefully 
down over his head. With a final sigh, Esteban passed out on 
the floor, pieces of broken vase in his hair. 

Honor quickly stripped off the shift she was wearing and 
went to his suit of clothes to pull on his trousers and the 
shirt. His boots were far too big for her, but she would have 
to make do. She found a sombrero lying close by and 
jammed her hair inside of it, pulling the thong up under her 
chin tightly. 

With a last glance of triumph at the prone figure of her en¬ 
emy, she hurried out into the hallway and down the stairs. 
She hoped that she would be able to find a horse without any 
trouble and was in luck as one of the vaqueros had left his 
mount standing in the corral. 

She tightened the cinch and mounted swiftly, leaning low 
over the horse’s neck as she heard a shout from the 
stableyard. She urged the horse into a fast gallop, making for 
Monterey. She knew it would be ridiculous to keep to the 
open roads tonight as, when her escape was detected, they 
would be sure to ride after her. She would have to go to 
Monterey and hide there for a few days. She recalled the 
name of a man whom Jaime had told her might help in case 
of need. Many of the outlaws had gone to him for stray bul¬ 
lets caught in the arm or other sicknesses that plagued them 
from bad food or contaminated water. Dr. Isaac Cooper! 
Yes, she would go to him in Monterey and hope that he 
would put her up until the chase died down. 


^Jwentu -elalt 


But of course you may stay here,” Dr. Cooper insisted 
after Honor had breathlessly explained her danger. “A friend 
of Jaime Sevillas’ is indeed a friend of mine.” 

, “ 1 J. ank y? u ’ Doctor,” Honor breathed, nearly collapsing 
into his study. She had had some difficulty in locating the 
doctors residence at this time of night and had almost given 
up hope. She glanced gratefully in the direction of the fire. 
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“Come in and sit down, my dear,” Isaac offered, closing 
the door and bolting it firmly behind her. “Would you like 

some hot tea? Elena!” „ , . , . , 

Honor’s mind barely registered the dark-haired young girl 
who came to the door of the study to receive the doctor’s or¬ 
der for tea. Isaac was leading her to a chair and patting her 

hand comfortingly. . ,. . . . 

“That devil, Esteban Sevillas, should be drawn and quar¬ 
tered for the troubles he has caused. Why, I can still recall a 
young man that he— Ah, well, you don’t need to hear about 
that, my dear. Tell me, what—did he do to you? I mean have 

^°“NoJ Doctor,” she said, shaking her head vehemently. “I 
wish I had killed him!” she added on a note of hysteria. 

“I—.1 stabbed him in the shoulder with a fruit knife and 
then broke a vase over his head. Oh, if only he had not 

m( “Child, child. I know he must have done something terrible 
to have deserved your hatred, but do not wish another s 
death. If you had killed him, it would have been my duty to 
turn you over to the sheriff.” His kindly eyes had hardened 

**%££ is evil, Doctor. He—he killed someone very close 

^ AK^es^the doctor thought to himself, shaking Ins head 
sadly, thinking that she was referring to Jaime. He was 

ha HonoH^e?up!*startled. Then she understood and sighed 
softlv. “Poor Jaime—he really wasn’t the temble bandido I 
had thought. It’s hard to believe that his own brother could 
betray him like that.” Her expression hardened. For five 
hundred dollars—a pittance compared to what he has! 

Cooper shrugged expansively. “They had nev er been 
friends. Honor. It was bound to happen sooner or later—e- 
ther Jaime would have killed Esteban or this would have 

C °ae a nodded thoughtfully. She stared into thefire, trying to 
revive her hatred for Esteban, but somehow she felt only a 
great emptiness, a sudden loneliness. All her life, rt see med, 
she had had someone to protect her, take care of her. First 
her father, then her brother, Reid. even 
taken care of her in her own way. Bnce Devlin had kept his 
word to take her to Santa Fe, where she had come under the 
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care of the Parsonses, and then Esteban for a time and 
Jaime. Now she had no male dominating her life and she felt 
at a loss. She would have to go on alone. 

The girl had returned with the tea and she was setting it 
carefully on the sideboard when Isaac smiled in her direction 
and gestured her over. 

“Forgive me, my dear. Honor, allow me to introduce my 
wife, Elena.” 

At first glance. Honor could only think that the girl was 
much, much younger than the doctor, but after a moment’s 
contemplation, something began to nag at her memory— 
something that obviously affected the other girl, as she had 
paled at the meeting. 

“Sefiorita O’Brien!” 

There, she had it now! Elena, the girl that had served her 
for a short time at the Sevillas hacienda. But she recalled that 
the girl had disappeared without an explanation. 

“Elena, how—how did you leave the hacienda? What hap¬ 
pened to you?” Honor was instantly eager for news. Although 
she had not known the girl well, she had felt an instant 
friendship for her even in so short a time. 

“Oh, sefiorita, that terrible diablo! That wicked man pun¬ 
ished me because he thought I was going to tell you about his 
fiancee in San Francisco! I was thrown in the wine cellar for 
three days and then, when he forced me to grovel and beg his 
forgiveness, he banished me to the third floor to help with his 
mother.” 

“Yolande! Is she well?” 

The girl shook her head. “I do not know, sefiorita. I have 
not been with her for many months, ever since she ordered 
me to save the sefior’s life.” 

“The sefior’s life—” 

“Si, Sefior Brice Devlin.” 

“Brice!” Honor’s eyes shone with joy. “He’s alive!” 

The girl looked puzzled, then quickly veiled her curiosity. 
“Si, the sefiora saw from her window all that had passed be¬ 
tween her son and Sefior Devlin. She felt pity for the sefior 
and ordered me to find help to free him from the bam and 
bring him here to my husband for treatment.” 

“Dr. Cooper, was he—were you able to—” 

The doctor, who had been watching the two young women 
thoughtfully, broke in with a kindly smile. “It took some 
time, but we pulled him through. It was then that I first met 
Elena and discovered her natural talent for healing. She 
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helped me with Devlin from the moment she brought him 
here tom to pieces. He’ll have those scars on his back for life, 
but we managed to put his face back together.’ 

“Oh, my God! And all this time ... Is he here? In Mon¬ 
terey? Oh, you must tell me where he is, Doctor.” 

“He left as soon as he was able to ride,” Cooper responded 

sympathetically. . „ , . - 

“He went to San Francisco,” Elena provided quietly, her 
eyes not quite meeting her husband’s. “He was—a bitter man, 
senorita, and much of the bitterness was against you.” 

“Of course, he thought—he thought . . . Oh, it doesn t 
matter what he thought now—only that he’s alive! She was 
unaware of the tears on her face or her hands clasped to¬ 
gether before her lips as though in prayer. 

Dr Cooper urged her to be seated again and poured her 
tea, pushing it into her hands. “My dear, you mustn’t allow 
yourself to become too excited. You’ve just been through an 

“Oh, you don’t understand, Doctor!” She laughed, on the 
verge of hysteria. “I thought he was dead all these months! X 
had taught myself to believe he was dead so that I couldn t 
be tortured by his—his last memories—of me.” She stopped 
her wild laughing suddenly and abruptly. “But it doesn’t mat¬ 
ter, I suppose, that he’s still alive. He hates me—doesn t he, 
Elena?” 

The girl said nothing, but veiled her eyes against the 
other’s probing. 

“In San Francisco!” Honor went on after the import ot 
Elena’s silence weighed too heavily. “Imagine, I was only just 
there! What a coincidence if I would have seen him. Why, I 
thought I had toured almost the entire city! I wonder what he 
would have said, would have done? Nothing? Oh, if only 
. . She was babbling tiredly now, the cup of tea shaking 
badly in her hand. 

“Come now, Honor, I think it would be best if you went to 
bed. You’re tired and things—will look differently to you in 
the morning.” 

“If only they could be different,” she sighed softly. 

Cooper nodded to his wife, who led their guest to an extra 
bedroom. Inside the room, Honor turned to the girl grate¬ 
fully. t 

«You—you have my heartfelt thanks, Elena, for what you 

did for Brice.” 
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The girl looked at her levelly, her large, dark eyes potently 
expressive. “I did not do it for your sake, senorita.” 

Honor blushed. “Well then, for Yolande’s sake . . She 
stopped as the girl continued to gaze at her with a kind of 
pity. 

Honor turned and fumbled at the nightgown Elena had 
provided which was lying on the bed. “Please tell your—hus¬ 
band—that I will be leaving in the morning,” she said, willing 
her voice not to shake. 

“As you wish, senorita. Shall I tell him your destination?” 

“I don’t think it is necessary to tell him,” Honor said, de¬ 
liberately meeting her gaze. 
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•twenty. -nine 

Brice Devlin sat at the faro table, leaning back a little, 
relaxed, with a lighted cheroot between his teeth. He let his 
silvery-blue gaze sweep the assembled players casually as he 
waited to see how they would play their cards. Out of the 
comer of his eyes, he could see Babs mingling among the 
customers, the aigrette feather waving constantly above the 
bevy of heads. He smiled to himself and then caught her eye 
and winked. 

The play ran smoothly and he stifled a yawn. He really 
didn’t like to play faro, let alone deal it. It was a complicated 
game, not as risky as some of the'others. Poker was more his 
style, but few of the miners and gentlemen cared to play that 
game and so, after Carter had called in sick this afternoon, 
he had been forced to cover for him. In a few more hands, 
he would change places with Schneider, a red-faced German, 
who was sitting in a high chair right now so that he could 
oversee the game and make sure that everyone who played, 
played fairly. Should any of the men dare to attempt to 
cheat, they would soon be eternally sorry when Schneider got 
his beefy hands on them. 

After twenty more minutes, Brice called it quits and stood 
up to stretch, indicating to Schneider to take over. But before 
he could climb into the chair, Babs was touching him lightly 
on the shoulder. ^ 1 

“Honey, no need to go on. I see Carter standing rather 
sheepishly at the front door. Probably wasn’t even sick 
tonight just more trouble with his wife.” She shrugged ex- 
pressively, her large brown eyes, velvety soft, smiling into his. 
Should we give him another chance?” 

He laughed in a low voice. “Schneider wouldn’t know what 
to do without him,” he agreed. “I can tell he doesn’t think 
I m good enough for the game.” 

“All right then. I’ll go over and set his mind at rest.” She 
blew him a kiss and sashayed over to the front door, wiggling 
her bottom in her tight dress in a way that Devlin could ap¬ 
preciate. He whistled to himself and pushed through the 
crowd to order a drink. 

Leaning lazily against the bar with one elbow as he sipped 
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the house whiskey, he let his eyes stray around the gambling 
saloon that he had owned for only three short weeks. 

It had been a stroke of luck that he would be eternally 
grateful for. After arriving in San Francisco, he had wan¬ 
dered aimlessly about the town for several days, striving to 
forget both the physical pain he had suffered and the mental 
torment. He had not completely forgotten about the little 
witch who had betrayed him, but his thoughts were filled with 
black rage alternating with a cold, mocking indifference that 
wished her luck in her venture with Sevillas. They certainly 
belonged to each other. 

He had barely escaped being shanghaied on a boat to 
China, but whatever they’d given him to drink had worn off 
too quickly so that he had been able to escape through a win¬ 
dow. He had finally found work in the Bella Union, a high- 
class gambling saloon that catered to only the richest of the 
miners. He had been employed as a dealer and there he had 
met Babs—a woman he had come to admire for her courage. 
She had told him a little about her past, how she had gotten 
to San Francisco through the dangers of the unfeeling West, 
how she had persevered in the face of each frustration. He 
admired her strength and soon the admiration had turned 
into a mutual respect that had enabled them to trust one an¬ 
other in a business scheme. 

Babs had wanted to break out of her nit as part-time 
dealer, part-time prostitute at the Bella Union. She had al¬ 
ready conceived the notion of saving enough money to build 
her own gambling hall. With Brice’s help she had achieved 
that dream. They had acquired the lease to one of the older 
clapboard saloons at the end of Montgomery Street, which 
ran along the waterfront. In three months’ time they had 
made a huge profit and only three weeks ago had moved into 
the more genteel location along Portsmouth Square. Babs’ 
Den had proved, in such a short time, to be well on its way 
to becoming one of the better establishments. 

Babs had entrusted Brice with handpicking the dealers and 
the bouncers. He had been careful to recruit no Sydney 
Town men—they were hard and. not to be trusted with either 
the cadi or the women who would be employed. Babs had 
agreed to allow a little female companionship, for without it, 
the saloon would have folded the first day. The men who fre¬ 
quented such places, especially the miners, wanted a pretty, 
clean woman to tell their troubles to and to make them feel 
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like men again. Whores were a necessity in a town like San 
Francisco and Babs had reluctantly given in. 

As equal partners in the saloon, both Babs and Brice had 
made it clear that they could sleep with whomever they 
wished. Babs took no paying customers, of course, but she 
had had her eye on a certain railroad man ever since he had 
begun frequenting Babs’ Den. For his own part, Brice took 
only the best of the women, and took them often. It was as 
though by sheer numbers, he sought to erase the memory of a 
sole woman. He had never told Babs about Honor. There was 
no reason to do so. 

Now, if not one of the respected peers of the town, he was 
still doing very well, had more money than he needed and 
had found that he had a definite flair for business concerns. 
His father, he thought ironically, would have been proud of 
him. 

“He was ready to kiss my shoes, Brice,” Babs giggled, 
breaking in on his reverie. She noticed and put a hand on his 
arm. “Anything wrong?” 

He grinned wickedly. “Nothing that a pretty woman 
couldn’t fix, as they say,” he replied, shaking his temporary 
melancholy away. 

“Who says?” she said saucily, the brunette curls shaking 
beneath the aigrette plume. “Brice, you need an understand¬ 
ing woman in your bed tonight And—I volunteer,” she con¬ 
tinued, her eyes twinkling. 

For a moment, he remembered that he’d half-promised 
some of the boys an all-night poker game, but he shrugged 
philosophically. Babs was offering herself on a platter—and 
he wasn’t the man to refuse such a tempting dish. 

“My room, or yours?” he asked, touching a curl by her ear 
with an intimate gesture that sent a tiny thrill of pleasure 
through her backbone. 

“You’ve got the bigger bed, sir,” she replied, laughing. 
With a teasing look, she dug her sharp nails into his hand 
and pursed her lips. “About twelve, when it’s died down a 
bit,” she whispered. 

He watched her walk off and couldn’t help admiring her. 
She was a real woman—no pretense, no coy tricks. She said 
what she wanted and stuck to her word. Lord, it was good to 
know such a woman, he thought mockingly. She reminded 
him unaccountably of an Indian girl he had known in San 
Antonio. He found himself looking forward to the evening. 



“Honey, you’re a hard worker. Maybe you should take a 
little rest for a while,” Babs was saying as she slipped beneath 
the covers to wriggle against his naked, expectant body. 

“You work just as hard as I do, Babs,” he whispered, bend¬ 
ing his head to kiss her ear, punctuating it with his tongue,. 

“Whew! Don’t do that or I swear I’ll go weak as a kitten 
on you,” she protested, letting her hand stray down his chest 
caressingly. 

He continued his ministrations, turning his body so that Ws 
arm could go around her, gathering her closer to him. She 
was taller than average and fit against him perfectly at breast 
and hip. Her flesh was warm and silky smooth and when she 
unpinned her hair as she had done before climbing into bed, 
it lay about her like a velvety-brown fan. Her large brown 
eyes gazed up into his mischievously as she arched her neck 
to bite the skin of his shoulder. 

“Ouch! Bitch!” he said affectionately. 

“Bitch, is it! Well, mister, nobody calls me a bitch unless 
he wants me to act like one!” she snorted teasingly. 

With that, she flung her body against his, nipping his peck 
and chest with strong, white teeth while her hands raked his 
back as she pulled him closer. He laughed, enjoying her 
abandon, but as she continued, he stopped laughing and his 
silvery-blue eyes narrowed in growing desire. 

With an impatient oath, he brought her mouth up to his 
and kissed her deeply, completely, their tongues twisting 
against each other as their hands moved slowly and then 
faster over their bodies. 

Brice took his time, not wanting to hurry their joining* He 
was not like most men, Babs thought, who wanted to get to 
their own gratification and to hell with what the woman felt. 
He caressed her and kissed her from her head to her feet 
and, in between, she felt the first pinnacle of release. 

“Oh, Brice,” she breathed in his ear, “I’m primed, honey. 

You just slip on in now.” ... £ t.* 

Brice laughed again, a little wildly at the realization of his 
reward, and positioned her for. his entry. She was a good 
lover and together they soared into mindless oblivion. 

Afterward, as they lay together, a light sheen of perspira¬ 
tion covering their bodies, he heard her chuckle softly to her¬ 
self. 

“Something so amusing?” he asked lazily, reaching over to 
the side table for a cheroot He enjoyed smoking m bed after 
making love. 
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“Not really,” she replied casually, turning to look at him 
by the light of the whale-oil lamp. She studied him for a mo¬ 
ment, with her head cocked. “It’s just that while we were 
making love you mumbled something about ‘your honor.’ ” 
She let one of her brows rise in mock surprise. “Honey, I 
didn’t know you had any.” 



Honor had left the Cooper household early the next 
morning. She had been grateful to the doctor for providing 
her with a change of clothes, and more importantly, with 
enough money to get her to San Francisco and enable her to 
stay there for a few days before having to find work. The 
goodbyes had been short between her and Elena, with Honor 
only asking to be remembered to Yolande should Elena or 
the doctor ever be called out to the hacienda. 

Isaac had suggested she spend the nights on the road in an 
inn since it would be highly dangerous for a woman to camp 
out alone. There would be no protection against cutthroats 
and she would be making herself an open target for any of 
Sevillas’ men who might stumble upon her. 

So, on the first night out. Honor turned in to Breen’s Tav¬ 
ern, an old house belonging to the Castro family before the 
American takeover and converted into an inn. Patrick Breen 
was a kindly man and gave Honor a guest room close to his 
own living quarters. The charge was mini mal too, only a dol¬ 
lar for the night, plus fifty cents for a bath and dinn er. 
Honor relinquished some of the precious money, but felt it 
left for a good cause and settled down into a soft bed after 
feasting on roast beef and frijoles. 

The next morning, she rose early, breakfasted in her room 
and went to get her horse, which had been stabled and fed 
for ten cents. She felt much better, hoping that fortune had 
finally turned in her favor. Her thoughts were on Brice 
Devlin—she couldn’t get him out of her mind. He was in San 
Francisco! She had been so near to him —perhaps had even 
gone by him, not knowing—but she would have known!! Yes, 
she was sure she would have felt something! Oh, Brice, please 
don’t hate me too much, she prayed. Give me a chance to 
prove that everything that Sevillas said was a lie. 
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The second evening of her journey found her at the Plaza 
Hotel, an old house, originally built in the late eighteenth 
century by the Spanish and bought only recently by Angelo 
Zanetta, an Italian cook. Through the years, it had turned 
into a regular stopping place for the stages and had become 
well known for its good meals and well-stocked bar. 

Honor had learned all this from Angelo himself, who had 
personally brought her dinner and proceeded to entertain her 
with stories of the old inn and the surrounding countryside. 

“You are very beautiful, Miss O’Brien,” the jovial Italian 
remarked with a twinkle in his dark eyes. “Angelo would be 
most appreciative of—your favors for the night?” 

Honor was nonplussed at his directness, but felt no alarm. 
It was commonplace for pretty women traveling alone to re¬ 
ceive unwanted attentions. She had known that at the begin¬ 
ning. She felt sure she could handle any intrusions and gently 
steered Angelo away from the thought of bed and into the 
kitchen. His culinary instincts immediately took over and she 
was saved having to make an embarrassing scene. They 
parted congenially with Angelo promising to feed her a good 
Italian breakfast in the morning. . 

Alone in her bed in her room that night, Honor lay staring 
up at the ceiling, thinking about Brice. What would he be do¬ 
ing when she found him? A nagging thought entered her 
mind that perhaps he might have moved on, but she deliber¬ 
ately put it out of her head. It was too wonderful to find out 
that he was actually alive, but to think that he had gone, that 
she would never be able to find him— She wouldn t let such 
thoughts spoil her excitement She knew she would find him, 
she knew it! She would scour every inch of the city if she had 

t0 Practically, she knew she would have to find a job of some 
kind. There weren’t too many positions open to women, ex¬ 
cept for dealing and prostitution—and neither appealed to 
her. With a sixth sense, she felt that Brice would have gone 
into something to do with the gambling saloons, but she knew 
nothing about dealing cards. She couldn’t sing or dance well 
enough to hire herself out as an entertainer—perhaps a wait¬ 
ress at one of the better restaurants? She had seen very few 
women serving at tables, but it was worth a try. She would be 
willing to take Chinaman’s wages if they were enough to keep 
her in a hotel until she could find Brice. 

And when she found him—what then? It was a question 
that frightened her with its possible answers. She hoped that 
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she could persuade him to listen to her and afterward—oh 
God! Could it be possible that he might just sweep her into 
his arms and take care of her forever after! She grimaced—it 
wasn’t true to form, of course. Things like that only hap¬ 
pened in fairy tales. More likely, she could imagine him tak¬ 
ing one look at her and telling her to stay out of his life. 
Perhaps he had a lover in San Francisco. She totally rejected 
the idea of him being married. If there was one thing Brice 
Devlin was, it was an independent man! 

Well, she would just have to deal with the situation when 
she found him. She could be as persistent as hell, she thought 
grimly. She would force him to listen. And, if she could 
somehow manage it, she’d seduce him as well! 

Her heart beat faster at the thought of lying again in 
Brice’s arms. It had been so long! Perhaps she was turning 
into one of those fallen women, but she couldn’t help the 
thrill that flashed through her at the thought of sharing 
Brice’s bed. There was no other man like him. She admitted 
to herself that Jaime, for all his fondness of her, had not 
been able to stir her emotions like Brice had. Certainly Este¬ 
ban had done nothing but incur her disgust and hatred. She 
was fervently glad that Esteban had not been able to consum¬ 
mate his lust on her after her capture. The thought made her 
sick. She hated Esteban and would give almost anything to be 
revenged on him—but if she got Brice back, she would gladly 
forsake her revenge and devote herself to being a good— 
wife? 

Honor smiled dreamily and closed her eyes, falling asleep 
with the contented look of a child. 

The morning sun had just burned through the fog when 
Honor rode up to the edge of the city in late April. She took 
a deep breath and gazed down at the sprawling city below 
her as she thought of her next plan of action. She knew no 
one in the city, knew very little at all about where to stay. 
She supposed she could go to the same hotel that she stayed 
at with Jaime and Christabel. The proprietor seemed reason¬ 
able and the rooms had been fairly clean. And Portsmouth 
Square would be a good place to start looking for Brice. 

By all means, she knew she must stay away from Sydney 
Town, the most dangerous part of the city. Christabel had 
told her the area was bounded by the waterfront. Pacific and 
Broadway streets and the steep climb up Telegraph Hill. With 
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these coordinates in mind, she was sure she could steer away 
from that most sinister part of town. 

Feeling better with the knowledge of a base from which to 
start, Honor urged her mount forward into the city. Deliber¬ 
ately she patted the little derringer in her pocket. Dr. Cooper 
had pressed it into her hand as she was leaving and she was 
glad of its company now. 

Despite the fact that she was dressed in men’s clothing, it 
would not be hard to discern that she was a woman. The 
shirt clung to her in the morning mist and revealed the swell 
of her breasts, and the trousers could not conceal the rounded 
curve of her hips. She had pinned her hair up and jammed 
the sombrero over her head, and now she draped the serape 
over her bosom to help to conceal the obvious. 

She bad little difficulty in finding Portsmouth Square and 
the hotel where she hoped to obtain a room, but to her dis¬ 
may, the place was filled with guests and the owner had no 
choice but to turn her out. Dismally she gazed around the 
square, noting the names of the various establishments—El 
Dorado, the Alhambra, Aguila de Oro, Ward House, Den¬ 
nison’s Exchange, Babs’ Den. The last one sounded fairly 
American and she was about to cross the square when a 
small Chileno boy came up to her shyly, his huge brown eyes 
darting away from her questioning gaze. 

“Senorita,” he began slowly, “you look for posada —hotel?” 

“Yes— si.” He was an endearing little soul, but she could 
see that the shirt on his back was threadbare. “Do you know 
a good place? One of these?” She gestured around the square. 

He shook his head. “Ah, no, senorita. Too much dinero. 
Come with me, por favor . I will show you cheap place.” 

“Where?” she asked, hating to be suspicious of a small boy, 
but recalling another time when she had trusted a seemingly 
harmless old lady. 

He grinned, showing decaying teeth that took her heart. 
“Come with me, senorita.” He grabbed her hand and was 
about to pull her along when a shout nearby caused him to 
turn white and then run swiftly into the crowds. 

Honor looked around curiously for the owner of the voice 
and her eyes encountered a pair of snapping blue ones that, 
for a moment, took her breath away before she realized that 
it was not Brice Devlin. Dejected, she grasped her horse’s 
bridle and prepared to seek out information on a room at 
Babs’ Den. But the blue eyes were suddenly in front of her. 
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Above them, a thick shock of pale blond hair was revealed as 
the man took off his flat-crowned hat. 

“Morning, ma’am.” 

“Good morning,” she said and proceeded to go on, but he 
remained in front of her, hat in hand. 

“Can I be of some service, ma’am? It looks as though 
you’re lost.” 

She shook her head quickly. “No, not really. I’m just going 
to find lodgings. I’ve only just arrived in the city. Now, if 
you’ll excuse me?” 

“The name’s Riley Tate, ma’am—and you’re—” 

Honor looked him over carefully, noting the dusty, travel- 
stained appearance of his clothes. “I don’t believe that’s any 
of your business, sir.” Her tone was cool and once again she 
attempted to move past him, to no avail. 

“Ma’am, you know that little Mex boy who was just here? 
He was about to get you fleeced. Don’t you know that those 
Chilenos send out their little ones just to trap pretty things 
like you? He would have led you down an alley where you 
would have been cracked over the head and thrown to the 
whoremongers in Sydney Town.” 

“Why would they want to do that? Why me?” she asked, 
feeling rising panic begin to fill her at her own vulnerability. 

He shrugged laconically. “They do it for the money, 
ma’am. The Sydney ducks—-they give them maybe ten dollars 
for each girl they bring in. You’re a prime target, ma’am, 
seeing as you’re all alone.” 

“Well—thank you for your help, Mr.—” 

“Tate, ma’am.” 

“Yes, well, thank you, Mr. Tate, but I really am in a 
hurry.” 

Honor began to walk in the direction of Babs’ Den, some¬ 
thing about the man nagging in her memory. Where had she 
seen him before? Had she seen him before? There was some¬ 
thing about him ... 

“If you’ll allow me, ma’am. I’ll be glad to help you out.” 

Lord, he was persistent! “Mr. Tate, I must say you’re 
quickly becoming a boor. Now, if you don’t mind, I—” 

He laughed. “Now don’t let that Irish temper catch fire 
here in the square, ma’am,” he said softly. And then contin¬ 
ued, “Listen, I’m a dealer over at the Bella Union. It’s not 
too far away and I could get you a room pretty cheap.” 

The Bella Union—she remembered Jaime having men¬ 
tioned it as one of the better establishments in San Francisco. 
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If this Mr. Tate was telling the truth—perhaps she had seen 
him while they were in the city before. 

“I’m not sure I should trust you, Mr. Tate,” she said 
thoughtfully, losing some of her previous irritation. The pros¬ 
pect of getting good sleeping quarters at a cheaper rate did 
intrigue her. “How do I know you deal at the Bella Union?” 

He laughed again. “Why, ma’am, you can follow me there 
now and ask anybody inside, Riley Tate’s one of the best 
dealers they’ve got. Come on, follow me and I’ll take you 
there.” J 

She hesitated. “I don’t know, I—” She didn’t want to make 
a mistake with this man. He looked trustworthy, she sup- 
Posed, but if her judgment was wrong... 

“I’ll go with you, as long as we stay on the main streets,” 
she decided. 

He chuckled. “As you say, ma’am. Just let me get my 
horse and I’ll lead the way.” 

When he returned, she noted absently that his horse hadn’t 
been brushed in a while and its coat was dusty and sweat- 
nvuleted. She mounted her own horse and followed behind 
him as he led her through the square and down a crowded 
street. They had to get down and walk their horses after a 
few minutes, though, because of the press of people. Honor 
was forced to walk closely to the man to make sure none of 
the crowd tried to steal her horse from under her nose. 

How—how long have you been dealing at the Bella 
Union?” 

He shrugged. “Oh, since it opened. I’m a natural-bom 
gambler.” 

He was leading her down a side street, then through a 
short passage and into an alley. She stiffened, her senses alert 
for danger. She desperately needed a room, but she wasn’t 
going to be trapped again. When they broke out of the alley, 
she was quite relieved and was even more glad when there 
was room to mount her horse. 

“I’ll ride the rest of the way,” she announced, beginning to 
mount. 

He looked back carelessly. “No need to, ma’am, we’re al¬ 
most there.” 

“I’d still like to ride. I’m tired.” 

“I know what you mean,” he agreed readily, “those South¬ 
ern roads up to the city need lots of work.” 

Honor felt her blood freezing in her veins. “How—did you 
know I came from the South?” she asked quickly. 
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He turned around and she saw, before he masked it, the 
quick surge of frustration. “Just a guess, ma’am. Ah, we’re al¬ 
most there. If you’ll give me your horse, I’ll lead it for you 
and you can rest.” 

Honor jerked the reins, making the horse wheel sideways. 
“Who are you?” she said angrily. And then it came to her. 
He had made reference to her Irish temper. How could he 
have known that she was Irish? He must be—he had to be— 
one of Sevillas’ men! She must have seen him the day Jaime 
was captured! That’s why he looked so familiar! 

Quickly she dug her heels into her horse’s flanks and with¬ 
out a word, headed back the way they had come. Behind her, 
she heard him shout and risked a look around to see if he 
had had time to mount and follow her. The crowds were al¬ 
ready surging around them and it would be hard for him to 
catch her if she could get a head start. 

Her heart pounding with fear, she urged the horse forward, 
careless of passersby, who jumped to get out of her way, 
cursing and swearing at her as they tried to catch her jacket 
to haul her off her horse. Honor bent low and continued her 
mad dash. Thrice a fool! she thought furiously. Pearl, Este¬ 
ban and now his man Tate. How could she hope to survive if 
she couldn’t trust her own instincts? 

She had forgotten the way to the square in her hurry to get 
out of reach of Tate. She could always go back there later— 
right now, she had to put as much distance between herself 
and her pursuer as possible. 

Buildings, people rushed by in a blur. She realized the 
streets were becoming less crowded, giving her more time to 
rush past. Suddenly, though, she was brought up sharply by 
the brick wall that stood in front of her. She had gone down 
a blind alley! 

As she jerked at the reins to wheel the horse around, some¬ 
thing hit the side of her head with enough force to throw her 
out of the saddle. She hit the dirt pavement with a sickening 
thud, feeling blood dripping down the side of her face from a 
wound in her scalp. Dear God, had she been shot? 

A drab gray light was slowly closing in on her, like the fog 
that enshrouded the city at night. Slowly, slowly, she was 
sinking into blackness and the last thing she heard was some¬ 
thing like excited children jabbering childishly as she lost con¬ 
sciousness. 

* * * 
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“She waking, missus.” 

Honor, still groggy and with a shooting pain in the side of 
her head, tried to sit up, but fell back again against a hard, 
level surface that she thought, at first, was a bed. Upon 
reaching her hand out tentatively, she realized it was a dirt 
floor. She flinched as a spider crawled curiously over her fin¬ 
gers, and shook her hand to get it off. 

“Missus, she still sick!” 

Honor tried to locate the person who belonged to the 
high-pitched feminine voice, forcing her eyes to focus. They 
finally made out a very young girl, perhaps twelve years old, 
her s hining black hair swinging forward over her eyes—eyes 
that slanted upward and narrowed in the middle. She was an 
Oriental! 

“Where—where am I? Who are you?” Honor croaked. 
When she spoke her head felt as though it Would split and 
she slumped dejectedly back on the ground. 

“See, missus, she awake now,” the girl was saying to some¬ 
one at the door. 

“Thank you, Pia. You may go now.” 

Both feminine voices were thin and accented, but their 
grasp of English was good enough to enable Honor to follow 
the conversation. 

A short, rotund figure stepped over and leaned down next 
to her. Her moon face with its heavily slanted eyes and short, 
thick mop of black hair reminded her somehow of a doll she 
had once owned. 

“You still velly sick,” the woman said as though to herself. 

Making an effort, Honor leaned forward on one elbow and 
asked her, “What happened to me? You must tell me where I 
am.” 

The woman chuckled softly. “You in Chinese crib, round 
eyes. Ling Chow velly lucky to find you.” 

“But how—” 

“Man use rock in slingshot. You—ah—stunned!” She 
seemed pleased as she explained it carefully to Honor. “He 
go now to sell you to Hoy Tai for much gold! Much gold!” 

“But you can’t sell me! I’m an American citizen—not a 
slave! What are you talking about? I need a physician imme¬ 
diately and I want to be taken to Portsmouth Square without 
delay or—or I will have the law on you!” She fell back after 
the exertion of venting her anger, her frustration and her 
fear. 
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Ling Chow shook her head, still beaming placidly. “You in 
crib. No one come for you here in Little China.” 

Little China! How had she gotten here! She recalled the 
furious ride to get away from the man called Tate and then 
finding herself in the alley. Then the blow to her head—from 
a slingshot, this woman had said. And now she was supposed 
to be sold! Uneasily, she looked around. 

The room couldn’t have been more than eight feet wide 
and perhaps the same long. There was little furniture, only a 
dpesser and a chair and a rather ragged-looking screen that 
closed off another part of the building. She remembered 
Christabel telling her a little of the Chinese cribs—the lowest 
of the brothels in the city. The cribs knew no color line and 
accepted Chinese, Negroes, filthy old men and others that the 
higher-class houses turned their noses up at. She shivered at 
the thought, but her attention was drawn back to the woman 
as she clapped her hands loudly. 

The girl she had called Pia entered solemnly, bowing low. 
“Yes, missus?” 

“Pia, you stay with woman. I go now.” 

The girl sat down obediently and Ling Chow left. Honor 
stared up at the girl. 

“Are you a prisoner here, too?” 

The girl shook her head, then nodded. “I bought by Ling 
Chow at age of eight to serve in clib.” 

Honor noticed how the girl pronounced her r’s and remem¬ 
bered that the Orientals had great difficulty with some of the 
English words. It was still easy enough to understand her and 
she continued their discussion, determined to find out where 
she was and if there was a way to escape. 

“How long have you been here?” 

“Five years.” 

“Five years!” Honor gasped. Surely the girl could not be 
prostituted so young. “You—you have served Ling Chow all 
that time?” 

The girl veiled her eyes. “One year I serve men for Ling 
Chow.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry!” Honor felt tears of distress come to her 
eyes at the thought of this young girl sold into slavery at the 
age of eight and required to sell her body to men at twelve 
years of age. The thought sickened her and her heart went 
out to the delicate waif, who was regarding her curiously. 

“You cry for Pia?” 

“It’s just that—when I was a little girl, about your age, I 
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did nothing but play with dolls and explore our plantation 
with my brother, Reid. I learned to ride a horse and—” She 
could see the girl did not follow her. “Oh, Pia, how I wish I 
could get you out of here!” 

The girl shrugged with a worldly air that sat ill on her 
young shoulders. “I no different than other girls. Some made 
to serve sooner than Pia. I have nowhere else to go. You can¬ 
not escape Ling Chow—she will beat you with bamboo rods.” 

Honor gulped at the thought of the brutality this girl had 
known. As the minutes wore on and she continued her talk 
with Pia, she became more and more obsessed with the 
thought of escaping with the girl. 

“Pia, listen to me. I must escape here. I came to the city to 
find someone. If I could get word to him, I know he would 
help us both. Wouldn’t you like to get away from Ling 
Chow?” 

For a moment, she saw a gleam of terror in the girl’s eyes, 
replaced slowly by hope, then despair. “But you cannot help 
Pia escape,” she said sadly. “You will be sold to Hoy Tai. He 
very rich, very rich. He like white women as slaves.” 

Honor bit her lip thoughtfully. She was sure that if she 
could get word to Brice he would help her to escape—but she 
didn’t even know where he was! It was pointless to pin her 
hopes on his help. She would have to think of some way to 
do it herself. And she was determined now to take Pia with 
her. How could this be happening in an American city? Girls 
of twelve and under being sold as slaves for prostitution! 
Uneasily she wondered if the Negroes on her father’s planta¬ 
tion had been used for such purposes. No! Her father would 
not have allowed it. She pushed the thought out of her mind. 

“This Hoy Tai. Tell me more about him.” 

“He Chinese merchant, very powerful. He bring in girls 
from China to be slaves. He pay money to white men to let 
him work so. He—” 

“Pia! You will be silent or I shall whip you soundly!” Both 
of them glanced quickly to the door, where Ling Chow’s fig¬ 
ure stood threateningly. “You will go to the other room and 
get customers! Go!” 

The girl scrambled to her feet and hurried out, leaving 
Ling Chow to scowl blackly at her white captive. “You no 
talk to Pia!” she commanded abruptly. 

“She is only a child!” Honor objected. “How can you bru¬ 
talize her so? Have you no heart?” 

Ling Chow stared at her as though she were insane. Then, 
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shaking her head, she left the room, leaving Honor to her 
own thoughts. She would find a way to escape, she vowed, 
and Pia would go with her! 



Hoy Tai was not a patient man and he stamped his foot 
with irritation against the rough stone that made up the floor 
of the waiting room to Ling Chow’s crib on Washington 
Street. He had been told that a white girl had been captured, 
riding alone in the adjacent alleyway, and that she was as 
beautiful as he could wish, with honey-gold hair and eyes as 
green as the spring grass. He had found his appetite whetted 
at the thought of possessing her. 

Hoy Tai had come up fast in the world of cribs and grog 
shops and dives that was part of San Francisco. As a boy of 
fifteen, he had been brought in a slave ship from China to the 
United States in 1850. At the age of twenty-four he was al¬ 
ready independently wealthy. 

He had become rich through the greed of others. He had 
learned much from working as a houseboy at one of the 
saloons for the first two years of his service in America. The 
miners, the gamblers, all of the whites yearned for things new 
and exotic. He had made a daring gamble himself that had 
paid off. 

He had commissioned a ship with money he stole from his 
employer to bring back ten Chinese girls on his next trip to 
the Orient. The captain had kept his word and brought back 
ten of the most attractive girls he could find, not being too 
particular as to their ages. As Hoy Tai had expected, the 
miners went wild over these new toys. He watched in disgust 
as they paid any price to lie with them. After a few years of 
this, he became wealthy enough to have his own ring of 
trade, using “overseers” to run his string of cribs and brothels 
while he raked in the enormous profits. 

He now lived on Dupont Street in a two-level house with 
rich furnishings and elegant appointments that defied the 
shanty-looking exterior. He did not want his white contacts 
becoming too suspicious, he thought. For he knew that, while 
they did condescend to trade with him, they hated him for his 
power and would like to see him topple so that they could 
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take over his trade. It was never good to show signs of too 
much wealth, for their greed might overtake their good judg¬ 
ment and Hoy Tai wanted very much to continue with his 
profitable business schemes. 

Besides the parlor houses and cribs he owned several 
Chinese laundries and took a percentage of many of the 
Chinese houseboys’ wages, in return for his protection against 
unsympathetic whites. Hoy Tai hated and despised the whites 
even while he worked with them—and for this reason, he en¬ 
joyed prostituting white girls for his own pleasure. He nor¬ 
mally gave them enough opium to get them hooked on the 
sticky, gumlike substance and after he was finished with 
them, the poor souls would die from their withdrawal symp¬ 
toms or be killed trying to steal money to buy the stuff. . 

Now, as he waited impatiently for ling Chow to bring the 
white girl to him, he felt desire building within him at the 
thought of shaming yet another of the round eyes. 

“Sir, here is white woman we spoke of,” Ling Chow called 
as she came into the room, dragging a reluctant girl by the 
arm. 

Tai looked at her speculatively. She was not as young as he 
normally liked, although she had not seen her twentieth birth¬ 
day he was sure. Her hair was, indeed, splendid, long and 
silky with the look of polished brass. The eyes were rebel¬ 
lious, blazing emeralds in her pale face. 

He wanted to throw her on the floor and take her immedi¬ 
ately, but controlled himself with an effort. He was not over- 
fond of sulky women. He would rather they be passive, 
pliable to his every wish. In this he was like most Chinese 
males. A woman with any fire or spirit to her did not treat 

her man as master, and that was an insult! 

“Does she please you, my master?” Ling Chow was practi¬ 
cally beaming as she observed the man’s face* 

He nodded quickly. “You are sure she was alone? There is 
no one to care for her absence?” 

Ling Chow shrugged. “She was alone, her horse well trav¬ 
eled, when we came upon her. I do not think there would be 
trouble, master.” 

“Good. Bind her hands and I will take her with me now. 

“As you say.” 

“No! I will not go with you!” Honor shouted, kicking at 
T ing Chow’s shins. “I am not a slave to be sold like this!” 

Tai smiled thinly and nodded to Ling ^ Chow. “Hurry up. 
This one needs to be shown who is master.” 
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Ling Chow called for help while she tied Honor’s hands 
behind her, taking care the knot was too tight for her to slip 
out of it. When she was through, she stepped back, regarding 
the flushed, angry girl as though she were her own handi¬ 
work. 

“She is yours, master.” 

Honor paled. This was ridiculous, impossible! “I will not 
go with you! You cannot force me.” 

But he was forcing her, prodding her like a balky mule 
with the gold-headed walking stick. She noted he was dressed 
like an American businessman in a tailored suit and white 
shirt. Hie derby on his head gave him a grotesque look and 
she wondered just who this man was. 

She was pushed into a carriage and the shades were drawn 
after he climbed in beside her. He did not speak to her as 
they moved away from Ling Chow’s and Honor remained 
silent, trying to think of how best to get away. It was awk¬ 
ward sitting in the carriage with her hands tied behind her. 
There would be no way to jump out the door and run away 
from him. She eyed him silently. 

Hoy Tai knew she was studying him, knew she was, 
beneath her facade of righteous indignation and anger, quite 
frightened. This Tai could deal with. Fear was an emotion 
that he had long ago learned to use and channel in his own 
behalf. He smiled contentedly to himself and leaned back 
against the well-cushioned seat to think On his good fortune. 

Honor, studying him covertly, saw a man barely taller than 
herself, with a tinge to his skin like old, yellowed lace. He 
was very slender; his wrists looked almost fragile above the 
starched white cuffs which were fastened with what looked 
like diamond cuff links. His face in repose reminded her of a 
contented cat’s. His rounded forehead and chin were at odds 
with the angular boniness of his cheeks. His eyes were nar¬ 
row, slanted upward at the comers, and the mouth was thin 
at the upper lip, but oddly full at the lower, giving it a very 
sensual appearance. 

She could not help but curse herself for making such a stu¬ 
pid blunder as to fall into the hands of this Chinese overlord. 
She had been lucky enough to have escaped from Sevillas’ 
man, Tate, but wondered now if she wouldn’t have been bet¬ 
ter off being delivered into the hands of Esteban Sevillas. 

The carriage stopped several times before they reached 
their final destination. Each time, Hoy Tai would come back 
with a bag of gold dust, a wallet of bills or a pouch filled 
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with clinking coins. He must be, she decided, as rich as Ling 
Chow had indicated. 

Finally they reached their destination. The carriage stopped 
and Hoy Tai called for someone to come out and carry 
Honor into the house. A brawny Chinese, his long pigtail 
swinging below a wide straw hat that looked like an inverted 
saucer, picked her up as easily as though she were a feather 
and took her inside what appeared to be a most miserable 
two-story house which badly needed painting. 

Upon entering the outer door, they walked down a short 
corridor and then turned to the right, where Tai unlocked a 
door allowing them entrance. Honor gasped at the luxury 
that filled the place. 

The Chinese servant set her on her feet and she felt as 
though she might sink into the thickness of the carpet. Her 
eyes widened incredulously at the burnished oak panels which 
ran the length of the walls. Paintings and objets d’art lined 
the walls and thickly cushioned furniture covered in bright 
velvets and satins seemed set like jewels amid the splendor. 

Tai signaled the servant to follow them after slicing 
through the cords that bound the girl’s hands. Honor rubbed 
her wrists and felt her arm taken by the Chinaman as he led 
her through this entry room into an arched doorway that 
opened out into another room, and then another. Stairs 
curved gracefully to the second story, where more splendor 
greeted her bedazzled eyes. A sitting room with ornately 
carved furniture and gold inlaid table tops was complemented 
by a russet and blue patterned carpet. More pictures and ex¬ 
pensive bric-a-brac were scattered about in random spots. 

From the sitting room, they entered what must be his 
study, for a large oak desk took up much of the room. Books 
lined two of the walls and another wall held maps and charts 
of some sort. Through a curtained archway, they came into 
the bedroom, a huge area, carpeted and furnished in almost 
garish decor. Orange-reds and golds seemed to dominate and 
Honor closed her eyes for a moment to recover from the 
vivid glare. 

Hoy Tai clapped twice and the huge Chinese servant 
bowed and left them alone. Honor tensed and waited, to see 
what this strange man was going to do. He clapped once 
again and a small, slender girl hardly older than fifteen 
shuffled into the room, a tray in her hand. On the tray were 
different food dishes, all of which tickled Honor’s nostrils as 
she realized how hungry she was. 
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“Sit.” 

It was a command and Honor walked over to a small 
table, looking around uncomprehendingly for a chair. 

“Sit—on the floor,” Tai said, suppressing his mirth at her 
ignorance. 

Dubiously, Honor did, tucking her folded legs beneath her. 
She found that the table was now at exactly the right height. 
The serving girl was setting the succulent dishes out before 
her and she could hardly wait until she bowed and left before 
attacking the nearest one. She was famished! 

Behind her, Tai chuckled to himself and left her alone for 
a moment while he went behind a silk screen, only to appear 
some minutes later relieved of the uncharacteristic business 
suit and dressed in a more comfortable long, flowing robe 
patterned in green and blue silk. His long pigtail, which he 
kept tucked beneath the derby, fell down his back and 
swayed gently as he walked in bare feet over to the table. He 
noticed the round-eyed one had consumed at least three of 
the dishes and was now drinking the wine experimentally. 

“You are satisfied?” he asked softly. 

, She whirled around, nearly upsetting the contents of the 
table, her green eyes widening at the sight of his changed ap¬ 
pearance. 

“I—I was hungry and I ate without asking your permis¬ 
sion,” she said quickly. 

He was surprised at her humble attitude. He hadn’t expect¬ 
ed an apology from her and it intrigued him that she would 
offer it of her own accord. Her hand still held the glass of 
wine and he noted it was trembling slightly. He nodded to 
her. 

“Drink, it is not drugged,” he assured her. 

He watched her drink the wine, noting the slender arch of 
her throat as she tilted her head back slightly. Her long, un¬ 
bound hair nearly touched the floor and he felt a sudden urge 
to run his hands through its glory and rub it against the 
length of his own body. He touched none of the food himself, 
preferring to wait until after the act of sex had been per¬ 
formed. 

When she had finished, he casually brought out a long¬ 
stemmed pipe attached at one end to an ivory mouthpiece 
and at the other end to a flattened bowl filled with some 
darkish liquid. Honor watched him curiously as he lit the 
pipe and began to inhale from it. Soon a sweet, cloying scent 
began to permeate the air and she felt her eyes filling with 
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tears. She coughed, trying to rid her throat and nostrils of the 
oppressive smell. 

Tai smiled and offered the pipe to her. Honor shook her 
head instinctively, backing away a little as though afraid he 
might force her to smoke. 

“It is only the fruit from the poppy, little one,” he spoke 
gently, continuing to hold the mouthpiece out to her. “How 
can something that comes from such a beautiful part of the 
earth hurt you?” 

“I—I do not wish to smoke. Please, I—” 

“Smoke only a little,” he assured her, “and it will relax 
you.” He held the mouthpiece against her lips. “Only a little,” 
he repeated softly, and then in a more dangerous tone, “You 
will do as I say, or I will find other ways of dealing with your 
stubbornness that may not be so pleasant!” 

Honor pressed her lips tightly together at first, then relaxed 
them as she looked at the man’s expression. She needed time 
to think of a plan, and if acceding to his commands would 
give her time, then she would do as he told her. 

Nervously she inhaled the sweetish odor into her lungs, 
coughed violently, then inhaled again at Tai’s urging. She saw 
him watching her with a smile, then he took the mouthpiece 
and blew a smoke ring into the air. She waited for what he 
might do next. 

Several minutes passed and the thick scent of the opium 
seemed to be filling her lungs, her throat, her eyes and nose. 
A fog seemed to be descending slowly in front of her eyes so 
that gradually she could no longer see Tai. She felt herself 
lying backward, sinking into the carpet that was suddenly, 
magically turned into a warm pool that swallowed her into it, 
allowing her to come up for air. Multicolored flowers swam 
around in the pool and dazzling goldfish swam up to her and 
nibbled at her toes and fingers. It seemed that she was sud¬ 
denly stripped naked and golden honey was being poured 
over her skin, soothing it as strong hands kneaded the flesh, 
smoothing out her weariness. She lay back, totally relaxed, 
breathing deeply. 

She closed her eyes and a myriad blend of colors sur¬ 
rounded her. Reds, yellows and vivid blues swam around in 
her vision and she felt as though she were suspended in mid¬ 
air in a sea of color. Splashes of orange and green burst 
in on the other colors and then cooled and darkened and 
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she was floating away from the colors into a void that was 
black as night. 

She awoke suddenly, completely, from the effects of the 
opium and looked around her wildly. She had thought hours 
must have gone by, but the paper shades that closed the win¬ 
dows were still letting in rays of thin sunshine which fell on 
the carpeting in warm pools of light. She was, she realized, in 
bed, and beside her lay the strange Chinaman, Hoy Tai, 
watching her with a benign smile on his oddly shaped face. 

“What—what did you do to me?” she asked, bringing 
her hands to her cheeks to steady the dizziness inside her 
head that still lingered. 

“Nothing, nothing, little one. I have only introduced you to 
the greater joys of opening up your consciousness. Do you 
feel hurt or abused? I can assure you that I have not touched 
you except to loosen your clothing and place you in bed.” 

Honor realized then that her bodice was unbuttoned, re¬ 
vealing the inner slopes of her breasts. Oddly, she felt more 
ashamed that he had seen her without the modest benefit of 
underclothing than that she was lying on his bed. She sensed 
that Hoy Tai was naked beneath his robe. 

“Let me go,” she said, but the words seemed not to sound 
convincing even to her own ears. She felt as though she had 
never been so relaxed in her life. It was pleasant to lie here 
without having to worry about why she had come to San 
Francisco. The pillow beneath her head was satin and the 
covers were soft and smooth, sliding almost caressingly 
against her bare skin. 

“I shall call you green eyes,” Tai was saying to himself. 
“You will please me greatly, I know. Do you really want to 
leave, green eyes? I can offer you fine clothes, soft living, 
good food and more of that aphrodisiac that takes away 
those little irritations of life. You would not be my slave—ex¬ 
cept in that you must come to my bed whenever I call for 
you” 

Like a harem girl, Honor thought, but couldn’t bring her 
anger into focus. It was just too heavenly to lie here as he 
talked softly in her ear while his hands were doing such mar¬ 
velous things to her pliant body. Then she remembered her 
earlier vow and struggled to get away from him. 

“Where are you going, green eyes? There is no way out of 
here for you! Haven’t I just told you . . .” He calmed him¬ 
self visibly. Mustn’t let his anger betray him, he thought, until 
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she was completely within his command. “Come back here, 
little peach.” 

“No, I—I must save Pia from that horrible place. I must 
go back for her—I almost forgot! She—she is only twelve.” 
She began to cry brokenly. 

Sensing that the effects of the opium were rapidly wearing 
off, Tai brought the girl forcibly into his arms. He began to 
stroke her passionately while his voice soothed her with 
promises, “I will go tomorrow and bring you back your Pia. 
You say she works at Ling Chow’s? Then she is, truly, my 
property. I will bring her back to wait upon her benefac¬ 
tress. Will that please you, green eyes?” 

“Y-yes, I would be pleased,” Honor breathed, thoughts of 
Pia flying from her mind as Tai stroked her neck and pushed 
the hair back soothingly from her forehead. 

She squirmed a little, wanting to be free of his arms, fight¬ 
ing her lethargic reactions. Tai moved closer, his long finger¬ 
nails tracing small patterns inside her opened bodice. 

Suddenly a frightening dream seemed to overtake the tiny, 
beginning thrill of pleasure and she opened her eyes wide, 
looking past Hoy Tai’s slick black hair into the doorway be¬ 
yond. For a moment, time flew back and she was once again 
in Esteban’s arms, drugged out of her senses, on fire with a 
perverted passion that could not be quenched. And there! 
There, into the room came a tall, lean figure with eyes like a 
thunderstorm, accusing eyes seeing the proof of her faithless¬ 
ness as she tossed on Sevillas* bed, begging him to make love 
to her. 

"Nooo!” She put a hand before her eyes to blot out that 
accusation. “It was not me, Brice, it was not me!” she 
pleaded brokenly. “Don’t leave me again!” 

The figure was receding into the mists of memory, leaving 
her suddenly coldly sober, looking down at the careless, evil 
man who would very soon try to vent his drugged lusts on 
her body. With a cry of revulsion, she brought her nails down 
to rake at his back, his face, his hair. Heedless of the danger 
she might be putting herself in, she continued to pummel him 
with all her strength. 

“Get off me, you disgusting pig!” she screamed, nearly 
beside herself. 

Hoy Tai, taken aback by this flare of rage, hurriedly 
jumped off the woman’s body and clapped his hands. The tall 
Chinaman who had brought her upstairs appeared as if magi¬ 
cally brought. Hoy Tai railed in his native dialect and the big 
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man scooped the still thrashing Honor into his arms. By now, 
Tai was nearly speechless with his own rage. The girl was a 
shrew, a banshee who would never fit into his scheme of liv¬ 
ing. His hatred for the round eyes flared anew and he rubbed 
his hands fitfully as he thought of a fitting punishment. 

“Take her downstairs and lock her in the still room!’® he 
ordered the servant as he secured his robe with the belt he 
had previously loosened. “I shall have to think of what I am 
to do with her!” 


^Jhirtu-tu/o 


Honor sat on an overturned butter chum and contem¬ 
plated her fate. Hoy Tai would be slow to punish, she knew 
instinctively, allowing her to sit and fret and fume about the 
stupidity of what she had done. She had, after all, put herself 
in a position in which there was no longer any hope of es¬ 
cape. The room in which she sat had no windows find only 
the one door which was locked from the outside. A half¬ 
gloom pervaded the room from the feeble light shining from 
a whale-oil lamp in the center of the ceiling. 

She had been sitting here for hours, unaware of whether it 
was still day or night She was glad she had stuffed herself in 
Tai’s room, for she would probably be allowed no food as 
part of her punishment. 

The room itself must be partially underground as it was 
reasonably cool and there was moisture on the walls, which 
were a sort of dried adobe. Barrels and crates, most of which 
were empty, were tumbled about in disarray. 

Finally, since no one came to the door, she leaned back 
against the wall and nodded off to sleep. Her dreams were 
filled with visions of Brice, and Esteban and Tai all mixed up 
into one monstrous, evil devil who pummeled her body as 
Brice was helpless to save her. She woke up, her mouth open 
to scream for help. But only the darkness greeted her, as the 
lamp had gone out. It was pitch black in the room and she 
couldn’t even see her hand in front of her face. She shivered 
with dread, her eyes opening wide, straining to see through 
the darkness. She prayed aloud that someone would come to 
take her out soon. 



Several hours later, the door opened and Honor was ready 
to kiss the feet of whoever had come to take her out. It was 
the big Chinaman and she stayed her exhibition of passion as 
he came toward her to push her outside. He nudged her for¬ 
ward, through the kitchens, where a cook and two scullery 
maids cowered in fear, and out into a small courtyard at the 
back of the house which was bounded on all sides by high 
walls over which no one could see in. 

Tai was standing to one side, bringing up his hand so that 
the servant held her firmly where she was. His smile was a 
mixture of contempt and ruthlessness. He walked slowly over 
to the girl and lifted her chin with his long fingernails. 

“I think you will find your new master much more suited 
to your tastes, green eyes,” he began softly. “He is of your 
own race and presumably will know how to please you better 
than I.” 

She held her head high, already knowing that whoever this 
new man was, he could hardly be any worse than Hoy Tai, 
who wanted to keep her under his control by using drugs to 
dominate her senses. She waited for him to go on. 

The narrow, slanted eyes were laughing at her studied non¬ 
chalance and he clapped his hands. Quickly, before she could 
defend herself, her hands were drawn back and tied and a 
thick blindfold bound over her eyes. She was propelled for¬ 
ward, a heavy hand on her shoulder to guide her direction. 
She heard the squeak of an iron-hinged gate and then she 
knew she was outside the courtyard, for she could smell horse 
and heard the groan of an unsprung wagon as someone 
climbed out. 

“She’s the one?” Rough hands began to feel her body as a 
doctor might feel for a broken bone. “She seems in good 
health—not sure she’s worth the price, though. Kinda 
skinny.” 

Humiliation washed over Honor as she realized this man 
was bartering for her. 

“She no fat to slow you down,” Tai said in the humble 
speech he used when talking to whites. “She strong, not too 
young. Price set at two hundred dollars.” 

“Nope, I just don’t think it’s worth it, mister. Hundred dol¬ 
lars about right, I’d say, no more than that.” 

For a moment there was silence as neither man gave way. 
Finally, with an exasperated sigh, Tai spoke again. “Hundred 
seventy for her. Very cheap!” 

“Hundred twenty. I’ll meet you halfway.” 
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“Hundred fifty, then.” 

“Damn! You slant eyes are awful tight with your purse 
strings! All right, hundred and fifty, but you throw in another 
one.” 

“Deal made for this girl only,” Tai reminded him, slowly 
losing all patience. Then a thought came to him and he 
bowed. “All right, one other girl added, but she not here now. 
I send her.” 

“Listen, chink, Tm not about to trust you as far as I can 
spit! I wanta see that girl now!” The man’s manner was ugly 
and Honor wished she could tear off the constricting blind¬ 
fold and assess him. 

“Very well.” Tai clapped his hands angrily, realizing he 
had backed himself into a comer. “Cudow, you go for Pia at 
Ling Chow’s. Chop! Chop!” 

Honor’s heart lightened. Pia would be going with her! It 
was more than she could have dreamed! She waited tensely, 
still standing with the man’s hand on her back until Cudow 
returned with the girl. 

“Nah! She’s a goddamned whore by the look of her—been 
used too! How do I know she ain’t diseased!” 

“Pia good girl, only whore for year. She no used up! Good 
bargain.” 

With a disgusted oath the man moved away from Honor 
and she assumed he was putting Pia through close inspection. 
After a few minutes, he snorted and said, “All right. The pair 
for one fifty. Gold, it is.” 

The clink of metal exchanging hands and Honor felt her¬ 
self pushed into a wagon. The soft weight of Pia’s body came 
down on top of her, but the girl rolled away and Honor was 
allowed to sit upright with her help. 

“You’re not tied?” she whispered. 

“No, I will untie,” Pia whispered back, her hands working 
nimbly on the rope at her wrists. 

When she had unbound them, Honor hurriedly tore the rag 
away from her eyes and looked up anxiously at the bearlike 
man who was sitting on the buckboard. From the back, he 
had to be the biggest man she had ever encountered. His hair 
was long and greasy, tinged with gray and falling halfway 
down his back to mingle at the sides with his filthy beard. His 
rough cotton jacket was near to bursting at the seams and the 
armholes had already partially torn away. He was hunched 
over the reins, possibly contemplating the loss of his hard- 
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won gold. It was obvious that he was a miner in town to en¬ 
joy the fruits of his diggings. 

“You’re mighty quiet back there,” he threw back as they 
emerged out of the district known as Little China and began 
following Montgomery Street along the waterfront. They 
would be passing through Sydney Town, but Honor had the 
feeling that they would not be bothered by any Sydney ducks. 

“Where—where are you taking us?” she asked him soberly. 

He turned his head and she nearly gasped. His face was a 
huge, fleshy mass, one side of which was covered with a 
purple birthmark that extended from his nose to his jawline. 
One eyelid hung limply and his mouth revealed rotten teeth 
which needed to be pulled. 

She realized the extent of Tai’s revenge. To have sold her 
to this half-man, half-creature would be his ultimate ven¬ 
geance. She wished she had the strength to weep. And she 
had been glad that Pia had been allowed to come with her! 
She would probably be suffocated the first night under that 
man’s awesome weight! At the thought, Honor felt nauseous. 
She hung her head dejectedly. 

‘Til be taking you both to the goldfields with me m a cou¬ 
ple days,” the man was saying almost to himself. ‘‘Lord, the 
men’ll envy me—maybe I’ll share you with some of them, for 
a price of course!” He smacked his lips at the thought of 
more gold. “An easy way to make a living, macking two of 
the best-looking little kitties I’ve seen in a while.” (Mack was 

the common word for pimp.) . . , , 

“Will we be staying at—at a hotel here m the city berore 
we leaver Honor asked, shying away from the thought of 
the fields, where men would go crazy at the sight of two 


available women. , , 

“Sure, the best in town, I’m told! Bastard owner wouldnt 
have me in his hotel until I threw a bag of dust in front of 
his face. Then he was all simpering and cozy, telling me I d 

get the best room in the place.” 

Honor wondered which hotel he might be talking about, 
then caught herself. What did it matter which one rt was? 
Any one was the same to her. She gave Pia a wan smile and 
patted her hand comfortingly. 

“Pia most grateful to leave Ling Chow s, the girl said 
softly, her black eyes lighting up with relief. “Pia owes you 
much.” She hesitated, “Your name?” 

Honor laughed mirthlessly. “Honor.” 


* * * 
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The clumsy wagon rolled up in front of the Bella Union. 
Honor was infinitely surprised. The man hadn’t been lying 
when he boasted of being at one of the finest hotels in the 
city. His strike must have been pretty rich. He still hadn’t 
told them his name and they jumped down from the wagon 
silently, following him into the building, which combined 
sleeping quarters upstairs with a gambling saloon downstairs. 
The Bella offered everything from faro to poker and staged 
lavish entertainment for the benefit of the woman-hungry 
miners. 

Their new owner shoved his way through the rows of gam¬ 
bling tables, knocking over two chairs and sending a tray 
filled with glasses crashing to the floor. He glared at the 
houseboy who rushed to clean up the mess, as if daring him 
to say anything. 

Upstairs, he pushed open the door, barely squeezing his 
girth through the opening. The two girls followed silently, 
Honor closing the door discreetly behind them. She dreaded 
the prospect of this man pouncing on either one of them and 
wondered with bitter amusement if the bed could even hold 
his weight. # m 

“Sit down and make yourselves to home, ladies, he 
quipped, laughing to himself as he promptly went to a side¬ 
board where a tray of half-eaten food was being buzzed by 
flies. “You hungry?” 

Honor shook her head quickly and Pia followed her exam¬ 
ple, although the shreds of the meal whetted her appetite. 

"Well, dammit, don’t you have a tongue?” he growled, 
coming threateningly over to them. 

“I—I am hungry,” Honor said truthfully, “but a bowl of 
good soup and a cup of tea would do me better than—” She 
nodded to the tray. 

He snorted in disdain. “No wonder you’re so damned 
skinny. Girl, you’d better eat high while you can. The gold¬ 
fields don’t hold much in the way of delicacies.” 

Honor wondered, then, how he maintained his huge girth, 
but decided it would be best to keep quiet. 

“Your names?” he went on, the limp eye nearly all the way 
closed as he scanned their features appraisingly. 

“Pia.” 

“Honor.” 

“I’ll be damned! With names like those I’ll haveta charge 
double the price!” he laughed, slapping his thigh. Despite his 
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large torso, Honor noticed that his legs and arms were incon¬ 
gruously thin. 

“Can we order something to eat?” Honor asked tentatively, 
not wishing to rile him, but hoping that the idea of food 
might deter him from any sexual activity. 

He nodded. Going over to the bell-pull, he jerked at it and 
Honor was afraid he might pull it off the wall, but the slen¬ 
der piece of twined silk held and in a few minutes a Chinese 
houseboy knocked smartly and entered to take their request. 
He eyed Pia with obvious surprise, but said nothing as his 
mind was filled to bursting with the man’s food requirements. 

“Now, what say we get a little better acquainted,” the man 
said, rubbing his hands together in anticipation. He pointed 
to Pia meaningfully. “You, come into the bedroom with me, 
gal, and let’s see you do some of your whore tricks on me.” 

Pia nodded and followed him silently, padding on bare feet 
into the room. He didn’t bother to close the door and Honor 
was forced to sit on a chair agonizing, aware of every sound 
that came from the other room. Soon a huge bellow of satis¬ 
faction filled the room and she assumed that Pia was finished. 
She hoped desperately that the big bear had little stamina. 
She knew that the time would come for the inevitable, but 
any time left was precious indeed. 

Pia returned, a gamine’s smile on her mouth, and at 
Honor’s questioning look, she giggled softly. “He too big to 
go inside. Pia use hand!” 

Honor had no chance to respond before the man followed 
Pia, buttoning his trousers brusquely. He gazed around for 
the food. 

“What the hell?” His purple birthmark seemed to throb an¬ 
grily. “It’s not here yet?” Disgusted, he started toward the 
door, then stopped as though remembering something. “Come 
on, you two, I’m not about to let you run away while I’m 
gone. We’ll go down to the kitchens and see what the hell has 
happened to our dinner!” 

Brice Devlin leaned lazily against the outside door leading 
to the kitchens. His hands were in the pockets of his trousers 
as he leveled an intimidating glance at the cook, whose fat 
arms were folded mutinously. 

“Mr. Brice. I know you asked me to come work for you 
two days ago, but I can’t do it! Old Grizzly Alice would have 
my hide—and yours too, if you took me away from her!” 
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The dimpled cook preened slightly. “You know half the city 
knows about my cooking!” 

Brice smiled slightly. “Quite true, Lolly,” he nodded 
toward the pink-cheeked woman, who had, before coming to 
San Francisco, been highly rated in the moneyed world of 
New York City. “That’s why Babs and I would love to have 
you join our establishment. You’d be taking your reputation 
with you, sweetheart.” His silver-blue eyes flashed with delib¬ 
erate purpose. "We’d be more than grateful, Lolly.” 

She sniffed with pretended disdain. “I’ve built up a reputa¬ 
tion here. The clientele expect me to be here to serve ’em. I 
can’t just leave Alice flat like that.” Her round blue eyes 
gazed at him with a disarming air. “You’d be asking a lot, 
Mr. Brice.” She hesitated and went on, “Babs’ Den is a good 
place, but it’s just getting started. I’m not sure I could—” 

“Double the salary you get here, Lolly,” he interrupted 
swiftly, still leaning nonchalantly against the door. 

The cook’s gulp was audible.“You say double the salary?” 
she repeated, her eyes rounding even more. “Why, Mr. Brice, 
I—I hardly know what to say. I think—” 

“I think you’ll let Alice know today, Lolly, and I’ll see you 
at the Den first thing in the morning. Just wrap your things 
and I’ll send someone over to pick them up. We’ve already 
arranged for a room for you—away from the customers.” He 
knew that she had always been upset by having to room up¬ 
stairs, close to the clientele she had just praised. He had 
made sure he knew everything about her, so that if the 
money hadn’t worked, he would have had something else up 
his sleeve. “Is it a deal then, Lolly?” 

She gulped again. “I—I suppose it is, Mr. Brice. Fd be a 
fool if I didn’t go with you now. Besides, Alice has done me 
dirty a time or two and I’m not really beholden to her.” 

“That’s my girl,” he said silkily, tipping his hat with his 
two fingers. “I’ll send a hansom for you around nine.” He 
had already started to leave when a sudden commotion 
seemed to roll in from the servants’ corridor. 

“Where’s my food, woman! Damn your fat hide, I want 
service right now or I’ll see the manager throw you out!” The 
huge man looked almost grotesque with the purple side of his 
face reddening like the other side with his anger. 

Lolly looked at him incredulously, then her face took on a 
thunderous expression of her own. “Who’s talking fat, mister! 
And don’t bother to talk to the manager, you’d only be doing 
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me a favor!” She whirled around, sniffing disdainfully as the 
man began to sputter helplessly. 

“Why you—you.. .” 

The rest of his words were lost on Brice Devlin as he saw 
the girl who remained behind the man, her face looking as 
lost as a child who never hoped to see her mother again. 
Damnation! Could it possibly be the same! 

Brice took a reflexive step toward her and she looked up, 
her eyes widening in shocked recognition. Those same lovely 
green eyes, hollowed now with purple smudges under them 
which only enhanced their enchanting quality. The mouth, 
full and vulnerable, rounded now in an “oh” of surprise, and 
the hair tumbled down her back in unruly honey-gold curls 
that asked for a man’s Angers in them. 

“Honor!” The name broke from him before he could stop 
himself, but instantly, as though uttering it had shaken off the 
spell, he veiled his expression of surprise and surveyed her 
with a curious disdain. 

“Brice, is it really you?” she said, tears filling her eyes. She 
made a tentative move toward him, then her arms fell at the 
quick look of disgust that shaped his features. “Oh, Brice,” 
she whispered with the finality of one who had lost all hope. 

“What are you babbling about, gal?” The man had turned 
and was glaring first at her, then at the man she was looking 
at as though he were God Almighty. “Get away from him,” 
he snarled angrily, his frustration at the cook venting itself on 
the girl. His huge paw came out and smacked the side of her 
face, causing her to reel backward against the side of the 
doorway. 

Brice controlled his impulse to go to her. After all, no 
doubt, she was in the company of this beast through her own 
manipulation. She no longer concerned him and he shut out 
the flare of emotion in his chest What a coincidence, though, 
to see her, here in San Francisco, obviously no longer with 
the wealthy Esteban. He wondered who had tired of whom 
first. 

The big man was glaring at him, waiting for him to make 
a move, Brice realized with a start. He shrugged his wide 
shoulders and grinned lazily at the man. 

“Not interested,” he commented insolently. 

The man huffed for a moment, then turned his attention 
back to the stout cook. Honor risked a quick glance at Brice’s 
impassive gaze, but turned away almost immediately. She did 
not look at him again. 
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Brice became aware of his own agitation. He wished never 
to see her again, while at the same time he was incredulously 
angry that she would not look at him. He needed to vent his 
wrath on her, if not verbally, at least in the disdain, the con¬ 
tempt of his gaze. But she would not lift her head, like a hurt 
child who has been punished and has finally learned the 
lesson. 

Damn! She was still lovely, despite how many men, he 
wondered tightly. The thought of her with that ugly man 
caused his stomach to rebel, but he quelled the feeling 
sternly. She was, after all, no longer his concern. Let her lie 
in whosever bed she chose—and he would do the same! 

With a quick pivot on his heel, he turned back to the door, 
opened it and walked determinedly into the street. 


TJhirtij. -three 


To her owner’s surprise. Honor would eat nothing when 
they returned to their room. Her appetite had left her; all she 
wanted to do was crawl away and be alone with her grief. 
She had seen him and he hadn’t wanted her! She was power¬ 
less to go to him, for his contempt held her back more firmly 
than the huge man who looked at her as he wolfed down his 
meal. Brice! Oh, Brice, I do love you, she cried out in her 
heart, burying her face in the sheets, where she had flung her¬ 
self upon their return to the room. The material was already 
soggy with her tears. 

Pia had wisely said nothing. She had also wisely set aside 
some food for the inevitable time when she knew her friend’s 
hunger would rise to the surface. She hoped with a kindness 
oddly mature for her twelve years that the big man would 
not try to trifle with her friend tonight. 

It was not to be, though, for the man had little sensitivity 
in him and considered it the girl’s duty to pleasure him. 
Hadn’t he paid good money for her to do that? He’d be 
damned if he’d be suckered by that Chinaman! 

“All right, gal, strip off those duds and let’s be at it,” he 
growled impatiently, flopping his weight abruptly on the bed, 
causing Honor to roll into the indentation he had caused. 

She looked up, her face red and tear-stained. “Leave me 
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alone,’* she said miserably. “I don’t think I could stand your 
gross body on met” 

The look of shock on his fat features slowly changed to 
anger and then rage. “What did you say! Listen, you stupid 
whore! You’ll do as I say or I’ll break your goddamned neck! 
Do you hear me?” 

Pia, looking covertly through the crack in the door, saw 
the man close his huge hands around her neck and begin 
choking her, shaking her body back and forth like a limp 
doll’s. Biting her lip, Pia wondered worriedly if she should 
nsk going in and trying to placate him for Honor’s sake. 
Quickly she made her decision and opened the door wider. 

The man released Honor’s neck abruptly and the girl fell 
back on the bed, her hands on her throat, gasping painfully 
as ugly purple bruises began to appear on the pale flesh. 

“What do you want?” the man demanded, maddened like a 
raging bull. 

Pia smiled with trembling lips. “Lookee, feelee, doee,” she 
said, shaking her hips in the manner that Ling Chow had 
carefully taught her. “I not use hand, sir, if you want me 
tonight” 

The man, eased a little from his rage, chuckled to himself. 
So—you liked it, enough to want more, eh? That little box 
of yours itchin’ for a man to fill it, eh?” He glanced down in 
disgust at the other girl and his brows knit in a frown. “Well, 
she gets it tonight, slant eyes. Damn her, I’ll teach her to in¬ 
sult me!” He leaned over again to grasp her arm, jerking it 
roughly. 

Pia searched the room for a weapon, something to stop this 
terrible thing from happening. She sensed that Honor would 
not give in to the man and he would surely kill her. Looking 
around desperately, Pia noticed the gleam of metal on the 
dressing table. It was the man’s gun, a Colt revolver. Pia had 
never in her life handled a gun before. It looked heavy, men¬ 
acing even as it lay innocently on the furniture. 

She took a deep breath and glanced warily over to the man 
on the bed. His hands were going around Honor’s throat, 
throttling her. 

“Damn you! You’ll spread your legs, whore, or you won’t 
have nothing to spread!” he was yelling. His hands snaked 
from her throat, pushing her backward and then going to her 
legs. 

Pia was at the table, her slender hand reaching for and 
closing around the heavy, cold metal. She lifted it up—it was 
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oddly foreign in her hand. Her fingers closed around the butt 
and she was pulling it up in front of her, turning to the two 
struggling forms on the bed. His, of course, was the larger— 
and it was on top as he clawed at his trousers. The bed 
squeaked and groaned under the weight and looked as though 
it would collapse any minute. 

Honor screamed softly as one of the man’s legs kneed her 
stomach and Pia’s hand jerked as she tried to steady the gun. 
She wasn’t sure if she could pull the trigger, but as Honor be¬ 
gan to groan steadily, she cocked and fired. 

After the shot, all seemed to grow still and freeze. Pia 
could see the hole in the man’s shirt and jacket, small and 
black, beginning to seep red blood. Suddenly he was turning 
around, roaring with pain, his dilated eyes fixing themselves 
on her. A cruel madness promised her she would pay dearly 
and Pia’s hand trembled so violently that she barely got off 
the second shot. The report seemed to fill the room and now 
there was another hole in the front of the man, but still he 
kept coming—within inches of her now, it seemed. She closed 
her eyes and fired again. 

She opened them to see him crumbling in front of her, the 
roaring having ceased after the third shot. In horror, she 
dropped the gun and ran to the bed, reaction setting in so 
that she could hardly speak. 

“Honor, Fve—I’ve killed—him,” she whispered, shaking 
the girl to her senses. 

Honor opened her eyes and looked first at Pia’s horrified 
face and then at the man on the floor. She wanted to scream, 
but caution told her not to. They must get out of here, she 
thought, but found she had no strength to move. She could 
only stare back and forth between Pia and the dead man. She 
hadn’t even known his name. 

“We—we must run. Hurry,” Pia was urging, dragging her 
off the bed. She got Honor on her feet and pushed her for¬ 
ward, out of the room, into the corridor, where the curious 
were already poking heads out of their rooms. Pia caught 
Honor’s hand and ran with her down the stairs that led to the 
kitchens. 

Pia knew they had to get away. But where to go? Oh, if 
only her friend could think for her! But Honor seemed in a 
daze, going as one in sleep. She stumbled twice on the stairs 
and Pia had to help her up. They were in the kitchens now 
and Pia remembered with sudden vividness the man whom 
Honor had seemed to recognize. He was their only hope! 
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Fighting to keep her presence of mind, she flew at the 
cook, waving her arms frantically. 

u y° u mus t tell me where man lives who was here 

before!” She searched her mind frantically. “Brice!” Her dark 
eyes pleaded with Lolly. 

“Brice Devlin? Why—why he’d be at the—at Babs’ Den in 
Portsmouth Square just down the block. Why do you_” 

But Pia had all the information she needed, and grasping 
the stupefied Honor, she hurried out the door into the 
crowded street, pushing her way past people who were too 
stunned seeing a Chinese girl pulling a white girl by the hand 
to stop her. 

Honor hardly knew what she was doing, where she was go¬ 
ing. Her throat was bruised and throbbed achingly. The arm 
that Pia held hurt dreadfully from being jerked up forcibly 
by the man who—who ... She gulped. Pia had killed him! 
She stared at the small, shiny black head in front of her forg¬ 
ing ahead through the crowded street like an avenging angel. 
Pia had killed a man—because of her! 

Honor knew instinctively that the courts would not take 
the tune to judge a Chinese girl. Pia would be hanged in¬ 
stantly! And she was only a child! Then the harsh truth 
struck her—Pia hadn’t been a child since the age of eight, 
when she had been brought over from China and sold like a 
piece of furniture . . . She wished she could weep for her— 
but there was no time! Pia was dragging her swiftly through 
flie crowd past curious bullies and slobbering drunks and 
dashing gamblers who looked after the golden-haired girl with 
a spark of interest. But the two were soon lost in the crowd, 
et/^ ^* ia ^ new the y kad come to Portsmouth Square. 
She had come here often on her outings, which she had been 
allowed once a month, from the crib in Little China. In frus¬ 
tration, though, she realized that she would not be able to 
read the name. Searching frantically for help, she spotted a 
Chinese houseboy, hurrying on his way to work. 

“Please, can you tell me where Babs* Den?” 

.The boy nodded and pointed to a building on the other 
side of the street. Pia made for it with a new surge of 
strength, imagining the police right behind her! She knew, as 
well as Honor, that she would be hanged for the crime. But 
she couldn’t think of that now. They must get to the man 
who would protect them. 

She rushed into the twin doors leading into the lower level 
of the saloon, her eyes jumping wildly from table to table. 
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‘Til be goddamned!” someone said. 

“Look at that China girl barging in here as proud as you 
please!” another voice answered. 

“Throw the little whore out!” 

Pia could have wept. She couldn’t see the man anywhere, 
but she did see a tall woman, dressed elegantly, sweeping 
toward them, the plume in her hair waving gracefully. 

“My dear child, what are you doing in here?” she asked, 
keeping a rein on the anger in her voice. “I’m afraid the likes 
of you aren’t allowed in here. If you have a brother or cousin 
who works here—” 

“Brice—is here?” she asked, interrupting the woman, 
whose mouth fell open at the question. 

“No, I’m—afraid he’s not, but I am the co-owner if you 
wished to discuss—” 

“Missy, please, my friend is hurt She—she know—” 

Babs drew herself up stiffly. “There are hospitals for 
that—now go away. If you have business with Brice Devlin 
you’ll just have to conduct it somewhere else!” She waved her 
arms as though to shoo the girl away. 

“Brice! Brice!” Honor, hearing the name, lifted her head to 
stare at the woman, who was returning the stare coldly. 

Suddenly the cold stare turned to shock and then incredu¬ 
lous surprise! The woman bent down as though, Pia thought, 
to kiss the girl, whom she still held protectively by the arm. 

“Honor! Honor O’Brien! Jesus Christ!” The blasphemy 
burst through Babs’ lips before she could stop it. 

Honor, blinking rapidly, thinking she was looking at a 
ghost, nearly fell to the floor. “Barbie Hampton!” she whis¬ 
pered. 




our 


“Honor, I can’t believe it’s really you!” Barbie was say¬ 
ing for the upteenth time as she sat at the side of the bed, 
holding her friend’s hand. 

Honor smiled back from the pillows, squeezing her fingers 
happily. “I can’t believe it either, Barbie—” 

“Babs,” she corrected, laughing a little at Honor’s curious 
look. “It sells better to the customers around these, parts.” 

“You—you have to tell me everything,” Honor went on, 
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her eyes filled with pain at her last memories of Barbie being 
dragged off from Katala’s village after being sold to Pawnee 
warriors. “I can only remember when you rode off on one of 
the Pawnee ponies with that terrible look on your face.” 

Babs sighed. It was something she didn’t like to recall, but 
she supposed Honor couldn’t be put off. “I was taken to the 
Pawnee village, farther north from the place where you were. 

. It seemed years, but actually only a few weeks passed, before 
the warrior who bought me made me his third wife!” She 
grimaced at the recollection. 

“He treated me well, I suppose, but I hated the place. His 
other wives were bitches and it seemed as though I could 
never get along with anyone else in the tribe. I was a loner, 
an outcast I suppose I became so miserable that Texaca be¬ 
came bored and ill-pleased with me. One day, a white trader 
came through the village and Texaca sold me to him for ex¬ 
actly three rifles and four jugs of ‘firewater.’ ” She hesitated, 
glancing at Honor’s worried expression. 

“It wasn’t as bad as you might think with Bill Tyler. I 
called him ‘Old Horseface’ because that’s what he looked like, 
but he never abused me except when he got drunk. He was 
heading west over the mountains. His trading days were over, 
he told me, and he was fixing to come to California and sdl 
the rest of his pelts and settle down—doing what, I couldn’t 
guess! Anyway, we arrived in Sacramento and poor Old 
Horseface got himself shot in a poker game with some high- 
spirited miner who claimed he was cheating. I didn’t wait 
around to see who was going to lay claim to me! I hightailed 
it out for San Francisco with nothing but the clothes I had on 
and a few coins that Bill had given me for safekeeping.” 

“And you bought this place?” Honor asked with wonder, 
admiring her friend for her perserverance. 

Babs laughed gently. “Well, I wasn’t that lucky, honey,” 
she said warmly. “First, I tried my hand at waiting tables at 
the International, but management frowned on their cus¬ 
tomers sticking their hands up my skirts, so they blamed me 
and I was thrown out on the street, so to speak, with nothing 
to pay my rent. As a last resort I applied at the Bella Union 
as a dealer, although I didn’t know a damn thing about 
cards!” She saw Honor blink at her vocabulary and grinned. 
“I’m no angel anymore, Honor,” she said softly. “I learned a 
long time ago that my father meant well, but men just aren’t 
ready to give women the independence he tried to teach me. I 
had to go with the tide or end up in Sydney Town with a 
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mack who’d stripe my back once a day and a hovel to live in 
and turn the tricks that would enrich his pockets!” 

“I:—I do understand,” Honor said quickly, thinking of the 
fate that would have been hers had not Pia killed the man 
who would have seen her prostituted for his own gain. 

“Well, I learned fast enough that you can’t be ‘just a 
dealer* at the Bella Union. I was expected to entertain the 
gents too. It was just part of the job after a while and all I 
worried about was contracting some disease, although the 
Bella usually screened its customers. Well, I finally found a 
partner who was willing to go halves with me on a small 
saloon in the cheaper district. We did well enough to sell it 
for a profit and buy this building which became— 
voila! —Babs* Den.” 

“A fairy-tale ending,” Honor sighed. 

Babs shook her head with a worldly air. “Hardly, my 
friend, but I would almost admit to my partner being a veri¬ 
table prince among men. If it hadn’t been for him—” She 
hesitated and glanced at the other girl sharply. “But your 
friend, the little slant eyes, tells me that you already know 
Brice Devlin.” 

Honor resisted the urge to confide in Babs at that moment 
She had no idea if Brice had told her anything about her, nor 
did she know if the two were lovers. So she shrugged non¬ 
committally, although it cost her a tremendous effort 

“He used to work on a ranch near Monterey.” 

“Your husband’s?” 

Honor blushed and looked away from Babs* probing look. 
“Oh, you don’t know what a farce that entire episode was,” 
she sighed. “After I had escaped from the Comanche through 
one of the women of the village, I came to Santa Fe and 
hired myself out to a couple who were coming west to San 
Diego. When we arrived in San Diego, I—we parted com¬ 
pany, and I took a ship to Monterey, where I met my ‘fiance’ 
Don Esteban Sevillas, who had already reaffianced himself to 
someone else.” 

Her breath came faster as she stared at the bedcovers and 
relived all the sordid details, except, of course, for Devlin’s 
part in it. “When he realized his fiancee was going to arrive 
any day from San Francisco, he conveniently ‘lent me out’ to 
his brother, Jaime, who was an outlaw.” 

“What a bastard,” Babs put in thoughtfully, her chin cradled 
in her hand. “Was this Jaime good to you?” 

“In his own way, yes,” Honor replied truthfully, “but I 
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couldn’t imagine living with him in his bandido camp for the 
rest of my life. I was spared the danger of escaping after Es¬ 
teban handed him over to the authorities and kept me at the 
rancho for his further use.” Her eyes glittered with remem¬ 
bered rage. “I wanted to kill him, Babs. I wanted to kill him 
desperately, but—as it was I wounded him enough to escape 
to Monterey and—from there I came north to San Fran¬ 
cisco.” 

“The hand of God,” Babs commented laughing. “He knew 
there was someone waiting for you up here.” 

Honor blanched, then relaxed as her friend went on. 

“And I’m certainly going to make sure that nothing further 
happens to you, Honor. We’re together again—a trifle soiled 
and a little wrinkled at the comers, but we’ve weathered ev¬ 
erything so far, right?” 

Honor smiled bleakly. “Right.” 

Babs stood up and smoothed the skirt of her dress absently, 
then glanced in the mirror to check her coiffure. Casually she 
glanced at Honor, who was pressing her hands to her temples 
as though trying to relieve a headache. “Ummm, you didn’t 
tell me how all this happened—I mean with your little friend 
a murderess and all.” 

“I—I don’t think I’m up to discussing that right now, Babs, 
if you’ll forgive me?” Honor pleaded. “Do you think the law 
will come for Pia?” 

Babs shrugged philosophically. “Hard telling. Sometimes 
someone puts a bee in their bonnets about the crime running 
rampant in the city and they start rounding up overy offender 
they can. Otherwise, they all sit in their plush offices and tell 
each other dirty jokes while the bribe money rolls in.” 

“But if they arrest Pia—?” 

“All it takes is a little money in the right place,” Babs as¬ 
sured her, patting her cheeks as she glared once more into the 
mirror. 

“Bribery? Even you, Babs?” 

The woman turned to her with a faint disdain on her face. 
“Would you rather she hang without a decent trial?” she 
asked. 

Honor colored and shook her head. “I’m sorry—I 
shouldn’t have tried to judge you like that. I would do the 
same thing.” 

Babs smiled again and patted her shoulder. “Don’t worry 
about Pia, Honor. She’s sleeping comfortably in another 
room. She was terribly upset, but wouldn’t lie down until she 
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knew you were all right.” She looked at her steadily. “That’s 
a good little friend you’ve got there.” 

Honor nodded shakily and lay back on the pillows as Babs 
made her exit, promising to come back later after hours. It 
was hard to think of Babs running a gambling saloon—and 
with Brice Devlin as a partner! They must be lovers, Honor 
thought, torturing herself needlessly. How could she ever ad¬ 
mit to Babs that Brice Devlin had been in Katala’s village the 
very day that she had been traded to the Pawnee warriors? In 
fact, that he had been the very one who had held Honor back 
from trying to aid her? 

She stared glumly at the covers. It would do no use to 
bring up the past at any rate—it was obviously dead ac¬ 
cording to Brice. She would have to take her cue from him 
and not mention their earlier relationship. It would be better 
for everyone concerned, she decided. She knew that Brice 
would want it that way. 

She fell asleep a long time later, listening to the muffled 
sounds from the saloon below. 

“Missy Honor feeling better?” 

Honor looked up from the tray where she was buttering a 
roll and smiled at the impish face framed in the doorway. 
“Pia! Come in!” 

The girl hurried inside and sat on the bed. Inpulsively 
Honor reached over and kissed her. “Did you sleep well?” 

The girl nodded. “Pia killed man, but no evil spirits 
haunted her dreams. Does it mean the gods are pleased?” 

Honor was taken aback at the girl’s forthright question. 
“The man was evil, Pia, but it is not a good thing to take an¬ 
other’s life. Still, you did it to save me and I—I can’t sit in 
judgment of your actions when I would have done the same 
thing, if I’d had my wits about me.” 

“Pia will hang if white men catch me,” the girl said so¬ 
berly, fingering the fringe on the bedspread. 

“They will not come for you, Pia,” Honor assured her. She 
tried to explain the system of corruption in San Francisco, 
but failed utterly. Pia could no more follow her explanation 
than if she was teaching her complicated mathematics. Fi¬ 
nally Honor gave up and patted her head. “Don’t worry. You 
killed in self-defense and no one will hurt you for that.” 

“I am glad. I do not wish to part from you.” She bowed 
her head as though in servitude. 

“I am not your master,” Honor said sharply. “You will be 
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free to do as you please from now on. Tai relinquished his 
hold on you when he took money for your body. You can do 
as you wish.” 

Pia shook her head uncomprehending^. “Chinese girl can¬ 
not go about the city without concern, Honor,” she said sim¬ 
ply. “Pia would be taken back to crib to work again. I stay 
with you—here.” 

“Why, I’m—I’m not sure I will stay here much longer, Pia. 
You see, I—” 

“Woman your friend. She not let her friend leave now. 
You will stay.” Pia was confident, the ordeal of last night de¬ 
terminedly swept from her mind. 

Honor had to remind herself that Pia was no ordinary 
twelve-year-old. She was mature far beyond her years. Be¬ 
cause of the circumstances of the last five years of her life, 
she had developed a knack for keeping a hard shell of non¬ 
emotion about her which enabled her to get through life with¬ 
out being hurt. This shell kept her sane after the trauma of 
committing murder. Honor wished she could pull the same 
kind of protective shell around herself. 

“I—I must think on it, Pia. It is true that Barbie—Babs is 
an old friend of mine, but she has a different life now—and 
so have I. I’m not sure we can live together now and remain 
friends.” She was thinking of Brice, but told herself that she 
was grasping at straws. 

“We shall see,” Pia returned wisely. She picked up a roll 
and buttered it for herself. After chewing hard and swallow¬ 
ing, she commented briefly, “If we stay here, Pia will work as 
crib girl again.” 

“No!” The word was short, almost vicious, and the girl 
cringed involuntarily. “You won't even think of such things!” 
Honor told her angrily. “Never, never again will you allow a 
man to—to degrade you like that—or I shall never again call 
you friend.” 

Pia looked up in surprise, then shrugged and grinned. 
“Missy Honor will work as crib girl then?” 

“No, neither of us shall do any such thing. We’ll find de¬ 
cent work. If we do stay on here, perhaps Babs can put us in 
the kitchen or working as chambermaids.” 

Pia sighed. “Easier to work as crib girl,” she said to her¬ 
self, then at Honor’s expression, she sobered and took her 
hand to hold it tightly. “Pia swear to do as you ask, Honor.” 
Her face was somber, as though she were repeating an oath. 

“Good, I—” 
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A swift, hard pounding at the door brought both of them 
to their feet, the tray spilling unceremoniously on the floor. 
Honor, her heart knocking against her ribs, thought for sure 
it was the law come to take Pia away from her. Pia obviously 
felt the same thing, for she pressed closer to her friend for 
protection. As the knocking was repeated, Honor realized she 
must answer. 

“Who is it?” Her voice was hardly more than a croak. 

“Dammit, Honor, do I have to announce myself before 
coming into your bedroom? Unlock this door—I want to talk 
with you!” 

It was Brice! Honor’s hand flew to her mouth and she 
looked down at the nightgown Babs had loaned her. It was 
very sheer and the tips of her breasts could probably be easily 
discerned through the material. 

“Just—just a minute. I’m not dressed,” she called out. 

“I don’t give a damn. Let me in now!” He seemed very 
angry. 

Pia was looking at her with worried eyes, but Honor 
nodded quickly for her to unlock the door. “And you may 
leave then, Pia,” she added. “I think Mr. Devlin will want to 
speak privately.” 

Pia hurried to obey, slipping out the door as the tall man 
entered with a swaggering arrogance that was reflected in the 
expression in his silver-blue eyes. He closed the door abruptly 
with a kick from his boot. He stood for a moment lounging 
against the door, obviously trying to control his anger. After 
a pause, he walked toward the bed, where Honor had taken 
refuge under the sheets. He grabbed a chair and swung it 
around to straddle it and lean over the back. His eyes were 
questioning, the brows drawn up in sardonic crescents as he 
assessed her silently. 

“What is it you wanted of me?” Honor asked, glad that her 
voice was steady. 

He smiled with mock surprise. “You mean you can’t 
guess?” he asked insolently. 

She shook her head, her lips held between her teeth. 

He laughed. “I want to know how come you’re here! Why 
you chose this particular place to seek refuge from the police! 
Don’t you realize that your stupidity could cost Babs her 
whole investment? She could be arrested for harboring crimi¬ 
nals!” The words came so fast, Honor could only stare at 
him, temporarily speechless. 

When he was done and watching her speculatively, she 
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“Go away!” she shouted, gazing up at him, spitting like a 
cat. 

He caught her roughly, pulling her to her feet, catching her 
chin to force her to look at him. “You’d best learn to control 
that temper of yours, Honor, or I’ll have to sell you my¬ 
self—just to get you out of my hair.” 

She kicked him on the shin, her expression stormy. “You’re 
as bad as him—as Hoy Tai!” she shouted. “You—” 

“Hoy Tai! What are you talking about?” He gripped her 
waist, his strength threatening to squeeze the life out of her. 
“How do you know of that yellow son-of-a-whore?” 

She blinked rapidly. She had let her tongue get the best of 
her wisdom. Oh, God, she didn’t want to tell Brice about her 
degradation. She—she couldn’t tell him! She averted her eyes 
and tried to calm herself. 

“I—I’ve heard of him through—” 

“Dammit, you know him, Honor. You’ll tell me how, or 
I’ll wring your neck! Better yet. I’ll ask your little Chinese 
friend—is that where you met her, in one of his cribs!” 

“Yes!” she screamed at him. Then her face fell and her 
shoulders shook with her sobbing as she covered her eyes 
with her hands. “Yes, yes, yes! It’s true, I met Pia in one of 
Tai’s cribs. Now are you satisfied?” She looked up at him 
with tortured eyes. 

His expression seemed engraved on the stone slab of his 
face. He shook himself forcibly and took a deep breath. 
“How could you have stooped so low?” he almost whispered. 

She gazed back at him defiantly. “Because I was trying to 
get away from Esteban’s men—the ones he sent after me 
when I escaped from him and came to San Francisco to find 
you!” She sat back abruptly on the bed, her hands twisting 
the stuff of her gown. “I thought—surely you were dead! I—I 
didn’t think anyone could live after—what he did to you, 
but—but I found out you were alive and here, and I came to 
find you, but I—I was kidnapped by one of Tai’s men and 
brought to him to be his—whore.” She winced at the word, 
but went on. “He drugged me and I fought him. So—he— 
sold—me .. .” 

“To the man I saw you with in the Bella Union?” 

“Yes, I had only been with him a day, but when I saw 
you I went into the bedroom and cried and cried! When he 
wanted to—bed me, I couldn’t stand the thought and he at¬ 
tacked me. Pia killed him with his own gun and we fled from 
the hotel. I’m not sure how she knew to come here, but when 
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Barbie and I recognized one another . . .” She shrugged, 
glad?” y ° U k &Ve lt ’ Brice ’ the whoIe terrible truth. Are you 

“I’m not sure I can believe it,” he said honestly. Looking at 
her, her face so sad, her eyes filled with tears, he wished des¬ 
perately that he could hold her, caress her, but he hardened 
himself. 

“That still doesn’t explain why you sold me out to Sevil- 
las, he said darkly, feeling any tender emotions sufficiently 
squelched at the reminder of her betrayal. 

She laughed tiredly. "I never told him anything. He re¬ 
turned unexpectedly and one of his men told him that we had 
been together that afternoon. He suspected we would try to 
run away. He—he lied to both of us, Brice.” 

“It didn’t look like a lie when I saw you in his arms that 
night, panting and raving like you’d never had a man be¬ 
fore!” His teeth ground together in renewed disgust and rage. 
“You were willing enough with him, Honor, admit it!” 

“Didn’t it occur to you that that was part of the cruel trick 
he was playing on us, Brice?” she asked him softly. “He 
drugged my wine and I—” 

“You seem to fall back on that story quite a lot,” he said 
sarcastically. “Wasn’t that how you first came west in the 
beginning?” 

She started to say something, then shrugged. What did it 
matter? He was determined to hate her. Nothing she could 
say was going to change his mind. 

“Think what you wish,” she said. 

“I doubt that I will waste sleep on it,” he said, turning to 
go, as though he could no longer stand to be in the same 
room with her. 

Brice!” She couldn’t help the cry tom from her heart. 
When he turned, she could barely see him for the tears dis¬ 
torts her vision. “Please—please don’t hate me,” she said, 
holding her hands out in a gesture pathetically recalling de¬ 
feat.^! couldn’t bear it.” 

I m afraid, Honor, that is your misfortune.” 

And he was gone. 
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It was May and people were arriving in San Francisco 
faster than the city could swallow them up. Babs* Den was 
making remarkable profits off a lot of the overflow and the 
owner and namesake went about the saloon with a perpetual 
smile of bliss on her handsome features as the money contin¬ 
ued to pour into the coffers. 

Brice Devlin, on the other hand, went about short-tem¬ 
pered and irritable most of the time. No one thought to asso¬ 
ciate his bad attitude with the arrival of the two new 
laundresses who worked in a separate room in back of the 
kitchen, washing and ironing the costumes of the women and 
the shirts of the men dealers. Pia was cheerful and sang odd 
fragments of Chinese songs as she pressed the never-ending 
flow of shirts with a hot iron. Honor worked steadily with the 
same expression of determination on her face all the time. 

Babs would drop in on them during their five-hour work¬ 
day, chiding Honor on not accepting her offer to deal cards 
in the main saloon, but Honor would shake her head quickly. 
She had no wish to be where Brice was all the time—she 
couldn’t stand it. Babs would try to wheedle her, telling her 
the washing was too menial a task and her hands and back 
would suffer from it sooner or later, but Honor was steadfast. 
She would work for an honest day’s wages and had even put 
up a fight when Babs cut her working hours to only five. But 
on this, Babs remained firm. 

“I wish you would talk to Honor,” she put in to Brice one 
afternoon as they began setting up tables and getting ready 
for the night’s action. “She insists oh remaining in the 
washroom when, with her looks and figure, she’d be dynamite 
in our card room! I can’t understand her—it’s not like I’m 
asking her to whore for us!” 

He shrugged tightly. “Maybe if you did ask her to whore 
for us, she’d accept more readily.” Then he sobered at Babs’ 
puzzled air. “I’m sorry, Babs. If she doesn’t want to deal, it’s 
up to her. I doubt that I could talk her into it if you can’t. 
After all, you two were friends.” He shrugged again. 

Babs bit her lip. “She’s being so damned stubborn and silly, 
I could wring her neck!” 
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A mutual coincidence, Brice thought with amusement as he 
went around laying out packs of cards on the green baize 
cloths of the tables. 

“Maybe she just doesn’t like working evenings,” he put in 
sarcastically. “Maybe she likes to save them for gentleman 
callers.” 

Babs laughed and tugged playfully at the hem of his jacket. 
“She has no gentleman callers, my friend,” Babs said 
wickedly. “After she has dinner downstairs, she goes to her 
room and reads or sews or—thinks, or something! I have an 
idea she kneels down and prays for our sins!” She laughed 
again roguishly. “I would never have thought dear Honor 
would qualify for a nun, but she seems to be heading that 
way.” 

“A nun? Her?” It was Brice’s turn to laugh with bitter cyn¬ 
icism. “She’s a whore down to her toes, Babs, and don’t you 
think otherwise.” 

Babs’ brown eyes looked into his innocently. “What makes 
you think so, Brice?” she asked. 

The silver-blue eyes flashed dangerously. “She’s got that 
look about her,” he hedged and bent to pick up a card that 
had fallen to the floor. 

“You’ve got to be kidding!” she replied incredulously. “If a 
man comes near her, she flits away like she’s afraid he’s going 
to step on her toes! I’ve never seen a woman so skittish 
around the opposite sex!” She frowned to herself. “I really 
think that what she needs is a real man to show her how 
much fun they can be.” She eyed her friend cockily. “You’d 
make a hell of a teacher, Brice.” 

He laughed with an amused look at Babs’ face. “Now, I 
thought you’d be jealous if I’d go sniffling around the ‘hired 
help,’ honey,” he said, chucking her lightly under the chin. 

She put her hands on her hips and stuck out her tongue. 
Brice, I know I don’t own you,” she retorted sharply. “You 
can play with whomever you wish—and I expect you to al¬ 
low me the same freedom.” She cocked her head and her 
brown eyes turned thoughtful. “Listen to me, honey. We both 
Imow that we can never get serious with each other. We’re 
just not cut out to do anything but give each other a little 
pleasure now and then.” 

Brice looked at her in surprise. Then he whistled softly. 
“Babs, you’re the damnedest woman I’ve ever had the 
pleasure to know.” 
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She shrugged airily. “Thanks for the compliment. Now— 
will you do a favor for me?” 

He nodded, grinning. 

“Wheedle our little laundress into learning the cards with 
you?” 

The silver-blue eyes narrowed, then she saw an amused ad¬ 
miration creep into their expression. “If it will help business— 
I’ll try,” he answered finally, grudgingly. 

Babs smiled sweetly. “You just do that, my friend,” she 
said softly as he departed the room. 

Brice hesitated at the door to the laundry room, telling 
himself he was a fool to let himself be talked into this. He 
cursed Babs silently, then pushed open the door. 

The first thing he saw was Honor bending over a hot iron 
as she smoothed the wrinkles from one of his shirts. The 
moist heat put a sheen on her forehead and caused her hair 
to curl and wave out of the pins that she had put in to keep 
it carelessly piled in a knot on top of her head. Her bodice 
was unbuttoned to the cleavage in her breasts and perspira¬ 
tion pearled the skin at her throat Brice thought that she had 
never looked so appealing. 

She hadn’t looked up at his entrance as she pressed the 
iron against the shirt, a tiny wrinkle marring the smoothness 
of her brow. 

“There’s another load here to wash, Pia,” she said. 

“Sorry, I don’t do wash.” 

She looked up, startled, her green eyes widening in sur¬ 
prise, “What—what are you doing here?” she asked after a 
moment. 

He smiled lazily. “Making sure you do your job.” 

She frowned. Then she bent over the shirt and slammed the 
iron down on it as she pulled at the sleeve to straighten it out. 

“Wishing I were in it?” he asked indolently. 

She didn’t answer, but continued to work furiously. 

He walked closer to her and she stopped to look up at him, 
her eyes narrowing in anticipation of an argument. As he 
moved around the padded board, she put the iron in its dish 
and backed up a little. 

“Pia will be back in a moment,” she said, as though to 
waylay him from making any overt moves toward her. 

He shrugged. “I didn’t come to talk with Pia. She’s doing a 
fine job.” 

She bristled. "And I’m not? Are you trying to find an ex¬ 
cuse to send me out into the streets?” 


279 



He shook his head, trying hard to hold on to his own tem¬ 
per. This girl was maddening—why did she always think he 
was about to attack her? “Listen, Honor, I came to talk with 
you because Babs told me she can’t persuade you to deal for 
us.” 

Honor looked puzzled at what she considered a change in 
tactics. “You came to talk to me?” 

He nodded mockingly; “Were you hoping for something 
else, perhaps?” 

Her eyes grew stormy. “I was hoping you would leave and 
let me get on with my work.” 

He laughed, then shrugged. ‘This work isn’t for you. 
Honor. You could do a great deal more for me—and for 
Babs if you d consent to deal for us. We have other women 
dealing for us. Most of the houses do.” 

I know, ’ she replied defiantly, “and they’re also expected 
to supplement their dealings with other entertainments.” 

“I believe Babs has already told you, you wouldn’t be ex¬ 
pected to take the men upstairs. Just to deal. You’d be paid 
the usual salary*” 

“I’ve already told Babs, I just don’t want to do it!” she re¬ 
turned hotly. 

“Why?” he asked her bluntly. 

She reddened. “I—I just can’t stand to—to—” 

“—to have a man look at you with desire?” he guessed, his 
eyes turning silvery. 

She looked as though she would burst into tears at any mo¬ 
ment and Brice would have put an arm about her shoulders, 
but she stepped back, avoiding his arm. Tm surprised at this 
sudden change of heart from you, Brice,” she said. “I can’t 
help wondering why you’d want me around so much when 
you obviously despise me.” 

He shrugged. “I don’t despise you. Honor.” 

I seem to recall that the last time we met, you gave a very 
good impression of that emotion,” she retorted. 

“I was angry,” he said. “I’m sorry.” 

His apology completely threw her off guard and she could 
only look up at him with wide, soft eyes. 

At the look, he was hard-pressed not to take her in his 
arms and crush the spunk out of her stubborn little body. As 
it was, he grinned enticingly. “Honor, I promise you won’t be 
disturbed by any of our customers. You know damn well 
you’re not suited for this type of work.” He indicated the 
steaming iron. 
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She pressed her hands together uncertainly. Why was he 
being so nice to her, she wondered uneasily. Did it hide some 
ulterior motive that she could not figure out? Was he only do¬ 
ing it on Babs’ behalf? Or was he really interested in her wel¬ 
fare, her happiness? She sneaked a look at him through 
lowered lashes. Lord, he was handsome! She thought her 
heart would melt when he first came into the room. She had 
thought—she had thought... 

He doesn’t love me, he doesn’t love me, she repeated to 
herself. X mustn’t let him lead me into a trap. 

“If I took the job,” she began, licking her upper lip, “who 
would teach me?” 

His eyes mocked her. “I would.” 

“Couldn’t someone else?” she pleaded. 

He laughed. “What’s the matter, Honor, afraid I’ll chew 
you up?” 

She glared at him, stung out of her nervous indecision. “Of 
course not, Brice Devlin! Neither you nor any other man is 
ever going to get the best of me again if I can help it!” 

“And what if you can’t—help it?” he asked softly, moving 
nearer to her. 

She gazed up at him and felt a trembling in her legs, she 
sought desperately to quell. “I can,” she whispered. 

What would have happened next, she didn’t want to guess, 
but fortunately Pia arrived just then, halting Brice’s ominous 
advance. 

“Pia,” she breathed on the end of a sigh. 

Pia looked uncertainly between the two and set her basket 
down. “You have more wash?” she asked. 

“Yes, yes, over there.” Honor pointed, turning her body so 
that her shoulder brushed against Brice’s chest. She could feel 
the crispness of his shirt against her skin. 

“Do you agree then?” He was impersonal again, reaching 
in his breast pocket for a cheroot, which he proceeded to 
light up calmly. 

“I—I really should think about it.” 

“I need an answer right now,” he said quickly, “or we’ll 
have to look for another girl.” He smiled to himself thought¬ 
fully. “I know just the one, too. A big-bosomed gal at Den¬ 
nison’s Exchange who’s looking for a change of venue.” 

Honor tightened her mouth. “I’ll do it!” she almost ex¬ 
ploded, taking the bait in one gulp. 

Brice smiled secretly to himself. “Good girl,” he said, 
“Wise decision.” 
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Now that she had agreed, Honor wasn’t so sure she had 
done so by her own choice. “When do we start lessons?” 

-J?? sagged. “You can finish my shirt first. There’ll be 
plenty of time later on. 

He walked out, whistling to himself, closing the door just 
m time to miss bemg hit by his own half-ironed shirt. 



“It’s impossible! I’ll mess it up, I know I will!” Honor 
said woefully into the mirror as Pia buttoned the back of her 
gown. 

“No, no. You do as Mr. Brice tell you—you be fine,” the 
girl assured her calmly, stepping back to clasp her hands at 
the lovely picture her friend made. 

* i? 01 ^ t00 ’ looked at her reflection worriedly. She saw a 
tall, willowy young woman with honey-gold hair piled in rich 
burnished curls on top of her head with glittering black se- 
qums Placed at strategic points. A black sequined gown 
clothed her body, the bodice tight and low, revealing fully 
°L h f P erfe ctly formed breasts, the sleeves very short 
and puffed at the shoulders. The skirt, by her firm insistence, 
was fuU and reached to the tip of her satin slippers. Long 
black gloves sheathed her arms to the elbows and 
earbobs swirled enticingly below her ears, nearly brushing her 
shoulders. Her green eyes looked back at her with concemf 

, v °7 I know I’m going to forget everything,” she said, 
biting her lips. 

Tonight was her debut as a dealer and she felt more ner- 
vous than at her coming-out party at sixteen in Charleston. 
Her palms were wet beneath the gloves and her heart was 

cheeks^ ^ & ra ^^ t ' *^ ere was a becoming flush to her 

. S ** e tried to recall everything Brice had taught her, chew¬ 
ing her lips with worry. She had been surprised at his objec¬ 
tiveness as he taught her the different games—nothing too 
tancy, just the basics to get her through the easier tables. He 
hadn t once touched her, except to take the cards. In fact, he 
had shown a reserve that she wasn’t used to and it nuzzled 
her. But, after all, what had she expected him to do? She 
blushed at the answer. 
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She reached abruptly for the black, glittering fan. It had 
been Babs’ idea to dress her all in black to highlight the gold 
in her hair and the unusual color of her eyes. She would be, 
Babs had insisted, the rage of all San Francisco if she—no 
pun intended—played her cards right! 

“Honor, you ready!” 

“Yes, Babs, ready as I’ll ever be,” she called back, catching 
the tassel of her skirt to walk out of the room. She gave Pia a 
nervous smile. “Now, don’t you wait up for me, Pia,” she 
smiled reassuringly. “We can talk all about it tomorrow over 
the dirty shirts!” 

Pia laughed and clapped her hands, blowing her a kiss for 
good luck. 

“My friend, you look marvelous!” Babs exclaimed enthusi¬ 
astically. “I just know you’ll be our star performer tonight.” 

“I’m nervous, Babs,” Honor admitted. “Will you fire me if 
I make a mistake?” She was half-joking, half-serious. 

Babs laughed. “Everyone’s allowed a mistake, Honor. 
Come on, I’ve put you at one of the monte tables. You think 
you know the game well enough?” 

Honor nodded. “I hope so.” 

Babs linked her arm in the other girl’s and they sailed 
downstairs, where the room was already beginning to fill 
Honor took her seat at the round table, glancing up at the 
high chair behind her which would seat the man who would 
be watching for cheaters. She glanced at one of their 
bouncers, who was lounging at the bar, for reassurance. 
Then, with a deep breath, she began to shuffle the cards. 

She played at the monte table for most of the night, and as 
the hours wore on, she realized she was doing well, keep¬ 
ing her cool and gathering a fair number of unwanted ad¬ 
mirers. She shuffled, dealt and passed out chips with a 
sureness that surprised even herself. But she kept telling her¬ 
self that at five other tables there were women doing the 
same thing and the thought gave her some comfort. 

Once, during a short break, she felt a warm hand on her 
bare shoulder and, looking up, gazed into enigmatic blue eyes 
that were smiling thoughtfully. 

“You’re doing fine, Honor,” Brice assured her, letting his 
hand stay on her skin a moment longer. 

“I’ll be glad when the night is over,” she confided, choosing 
not to read anything special in his offhand caress. 

Later in the evening, when her table was closing, she was 
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glad she hadn’t read too much into it, for she saw him go up¬ 
stairs, smiling and talking, with one of the other dealers. For 
a moment, she felt a quick stab of painful jealousy, but deter¬ 
minedly turned away and gathered her remaining chips. 

“You’re new here, aren’t you?” 

Honor looked up into the quizzical blue eyes of an older 
gentleman whose brown hair was graying at the temples. She 
noted that he was dressed very well and there was a black 
band on his arm signifying he was in mourning for some¬ 
one. 

“Yes,” she answered briefly. 

“I didn’t think I’d seen you before—and I come here at 
least once a week, although”—he hesitated—“I’ve missed a 
few weeks lately because of my wife’s death.” 

“I’m sorry,” she said quickly, impatient to go now, her 
mind filled with pictures of Brice and his companion. 

“Fine woman she was,” the man was saying to himself. 
Then brightening, he was laying a confident hand on her arm. i 
“Would you like to have a late dinner with me, my dear?” 

She shied away. “No, thank you, I have to go.” 

The blue eyes twinkled. “You’ve already promised someone 
else your company?” he guessed. 

She was about to shake her head, then thought it would be 
the best way to get rid of him. “Yes, good evening.” 

He released her with a bow. “Perhaps another time then?” i 
She didn’t answer, but hurried off to turn in her chips. 
Babs hurried over to her. “I see you were talking with Walter 
Gordon, my dear.” 

“He neglected to introduce himself,” she said dryly. 

“Dear Walter, he is getting a trifle absentminded, but he j 
stifl knows a pretty girl when he sees one,” Babs trilled. 

“Despite his wife’s recent demise,” Honor put in, no less 
dryly than before. 

“Oh, but that was weeks ago and Walter’s not one to ig¬ 
nore the women for long. You should be nice to him, Honor, 
he’s quite wealthy,” Babs observed. 

Honor shrugged. “I was nice to him, Babs, I just wasn’t 
about to encourage any ideas he might have to bed me 
tonight.” 

“You could do worse.” 

“Babs! He’s—he’s too old for me and he—” 

“He’s only forty-five, the prime of life for rich speculators 
like himself. That’s when they can lie back and enjoy the 
fruit of their younger days.” Babs sighed. “I wish I could sink 
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my teeth into him. I’d get a good sum out of him before I’d 
let go.” 

“Well, I don’t think he has anyone to go out with him 
tonight,” Honor said archly. She turned back to where the 
middle-aged gentleman was still eyeing her. With a furious 
flounce of disapproval, she hurried upstairs, leaving Babs to 
wind her graceful way through the tables to meet him. 

The next evening, she played the monte table again and 
this tim e found Mr. Walter Gordon playing with her. She 
met his eyes and he winked at her, 

“Your manager told me you went upstairs to bed— 
alone—last night,” he whispered when the hands changed, 
leaning toward her. 

“That is my business, Mr. Gordon,” she said stiffly, shuf¬ 
fling the cards. 

“So, you know my name. I’m pleased that you took the 
trouble to find out, although I was remiss in introducing my¬ 
self to you last night. Will you forgive me, my dear?” 

“Of course,” she said lightly, beginning to deal. 

“Then you won’t be angry if I took the liberty of learning 
your name?” 

She looked up at him exasperated. “Mr. Gordon, are you 
playing this hand, or not?” 

He smiled. “But of course, my dear, I wouldn’t think of 
playing anywhere else.” 

During a break in the play, Honor went to a small room 
behind the bar where the hired help was allowed to relax and 
drink non-alcoholic beverages. Before she could slip through 
the door, she felt a hand on her arm detaining her, and she 
looked up to see Walter Gordon grinning confidently. 

“Miss O’Brien, I would be most pleased if you would allow 
me to buy you a drink.” He bowed, still holding her arm. 

“I’m afraid we’re not allowed to drink with the customers, 
Mr. Gordon, during working hours.” she replied, fighting to 
remain calm. Really, the man simply did not know when he 
wasn’t wanted. “If you’ll excuse me, I’d like to freshen up be¬ 
fore the next round.” 

He released her arm promptly, bowing again. “As you wish, 
my dear, but I can assure you I do not give up easily when 
I’ve found something that definitely excites me.” 

With that oblique promise, he rejoined the other gamblers 
in the saloon, leaving Honor gritting her teeth in exasper¬ 
ation. She could tell the bouncer on duty about his unwanted 
advances, but, really, he wasn’t being obnoxious, nor was he 
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truly bothering her with any lewd attentions. There was really 
nothing she could pinpoint to warrant having him thrown 
out. She would just have to fume silently and get through the 
evening somehow. ® 

It became increasingly hard, though, to ignore Mr. Walter 
Gordon, for every mght she played, he made it a point to 
wagei* at her table no matter what game she was dealing. 

One evening, after he had lost heavily, he leaned toward 
her and slipped a small package down the decolletage of her 

wav^h^o 0 !/ 311 ?^ 1 her . breath in outrage, but there was no 
way she could retrieve die package without making a spec¬ 
tacle of herself, so she fumed the rest of the way through the 
evening, darting looks of fury at him from beneath her 

WaS , fi ? !shed ’ she hurried upstairs to dig 
dowm for the package, which had slipped below her breasts. 
Furiously she ripped the tissue from it and gasped at the per- 
fectly matched emerald earbobs. ^ 

‘‘They’re beautiful,” Babs said, entering her room as Honor 
oSdo“ of'"S- “* “ ““ »“■ Ttam Mr. 

r „ f™nd shrugged. “He likes you, Honor, don’t get so 
W she sad sagely. “If all thesis had such pobfe ad” 
“Fo^ S nT’i*» y d C0ns ! d «themselves very fortunate.” 
attenCs? B e absr° n ° r “ Bu ‘ 1 ^ want 

• “ r d0 °’* understand you. Honor,” Babs said frankly. “He’s 
nch, he s attractive, he likes you! Why not enjpy his atten¬ 
tions while you’ve got them? Who are you sa^ng JoESf 

, Ka Sr r l tared at ber and the green eyes flashed as bril- 

mvseff^nr?” e u era < H- “ Yo t u ’ re right, Babs, who am I saving 
myself for? she said to herself. Certainly not Brice she 
thought, for he hardly knows I’m alive for all the attention he 
pays me. She resolved to wear the earbobs the next evening 
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•Jhirtif-deven 

“Ah, I see you approve of my little gift.” It was Walter 
Gordon, at her elbow, leaning toward her ear, making a 
caress out of the statement. 

Honor turned, flushing slightly. “They’re beautiful,” she 
agreed. 

“And they match your eyes exactly when they sparkle as 
they’re doing now,” he added, delighted at the softening in 
her mood. 

“Mr. Gordon, you really are too kind. I—I shouldn’t ac¬ 
cept them, but they were so lovely...” 

‘Tm glad you like them. Miss O’Brien. May I call you 
Honor?” His blue eyes were confident, sure of the ultimate 
conquest now. 

She nodded shyly. “I suppose, under the circumstances, I 
would be foolish to say no.” 

Walter Gordon felt a pleasant tug as she gazed at him with 
that little-girl look. It fired his imagination coupled with the 
sensuality of her perfect figure and he found himself itching 
to feel the length of that form pressed tightly against his own. 
He amazed even himself, for he was not one to feel this 
deeply about a saloon girl, a dealer. 

He had loved Mary very much while she was alive. She 
had come from a well-bred background and it had taken a 
lot of willpower for her to leave her family to come with him 
to California on his wild schemes of speculation. They had 
both been ecstatic when Marianne had been bom to them. 

He had turned to entertaining pretty women when Mary’s 
disease had progressed into the final stages, but he hadn’t felt 
he was cheating on her, for she was in no condition to re¬ 
ceive his embraces, and Walter Gordon was not the man to 
abstain from a woman’s company. 

But he had treated them as toys, to be played with, then 
cast aside. This one, though, was different. There was some¬ 
thing ... 

“Are you playing, Mr. Gordon?” Her clear voice cut 
through his thoughts. 

“Yes, I think I am,” he said. 

The play went smoothly and Honor was beginning to feel 
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confident in her new role. The threat of the bouncer’s fists 
kept the rowdy miners and the other gentlemen in fine and a 
cool look would turn most of them away if they tried any¬ 
thing naughty at the table. Except for Walter Gordon, she 
had no admirers—or if she had, they were silent ones. 

As the evening wore on, she regained her good spirits. Her 
nightmare with Hoy Tai and the miner was beginning to fade 
into the back of her mind. She felt eyes on her and, looking 
up, found Brice staring at her with cool speculation that sent 
a shiver down her back. She knew he spent his nights with no 
one particular girl—in fact, she was the only dealer at Babs’ 
Den who had not shared his bed. She threw him a dazzling 
smile. She would show him that she could care less if he 
deigned to bless her with his company, she thought deter¬ 
minedly, and dealt with renewed vigor. 

“Drinks, gentlemen?” 

It was one of the Chinese houseboys, tray in hand, asking 
for orders from her table. Honor suppressed a shiver at sight 
of the long pigtail and black satin skull cap that reminded i 
her of Hoy Tai. 

When the boy had taken the order, he bowed correctly, re¬ 
turning later with the drinks. The slanted black eyes slid 
quickly over Honor, not meeting her gaze, and an uncomfort¬ 
able feeling assailed her for a moment before she returned 
her concentration to the game and forgot about the boy en- i 
tirely. ; 

Walter Gordon sat on her right, eyeing her above the cards 
with a question in his eyes which she chose to ignore for the 1 
moment. 

Cards?” she asked him, not quite meeting his gaze. 

He nodded, leaning toward her once more with an intimate 
smile on his face. “Will you meet me later this evening and 
have supper with me?” 

She took a deep breath. “Mr. Gordon, I really can’t ac¬ 
cept, she began, choosing her words carefully. “I have no 
wish to compromise myself by making such a promise.” 

. “ Miss O’Brien, you sound like a prude,” he said disapprov- 
ingly, clucking his tongue as he looked at his cards. 

She glanced up swiftly, retorting, “I would rather you label 
me thusly, Mr. Gordon, than to call me something much 
worse.” 

“Or think it?” he countered. 

“Naturally.” ! 

He laughed. “You play the game well, my dear,” he said 
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almost absently as he frowned at his hand. “And I’m not 
talking about the cards.” . 

She blushed and continued to deal, aware of his gaze di¬ 
rected on her throughout the rest of the evening. It was clear 
that Walter Gordon was not the type of man who would give 
up without a struggle. She felt certain she could look forward 
to a long and difficult battle of wits with him. 

But when the play was over and she was closing her table, 
it was not Gordon’s arm that brushed against hers as a hand 
reached out for her wrist, but Brice Devlin’s. She looked up 

in surprise. ., _ 

“Honor, you’ve been doing beautifully, he said approv¬ 
ingly, at the same time noting the emerald earrings. “It’s time 

I rewarded you.” . 

She started and was silent, waiting for him to explain. 

“How about dinner tonight?” he asked softly,, leaning 
toward her as his finger tapped at the earring to set it swing- 
infi* 

“Well, I don’t know,” she answered slowly, glancing down 
to where Gordon was collecting his winnings. 

He followed her gaze and smiled, then shrugged.“If you ve 
already promised someone else, Honor, I wouldn’t think of 
intruding,” he put in sarcastically, straightening up with an 
expression of suppressed anger on his face. “I wasn’t aware 
you had other things to do.” 

„ she glared up at him, ready to retort something, but bit her 
lip and managed to answer him calmly. “I hadn’t promised 
Mr. Gordon I would go with him, Mr. Devlin,” she said 
clearly, noting that Walter Gordon had come closer upon 
hearing his name mentioned. “But since you insist it is part 
of the policy, I will gladly accept.” She threw a smile at Gor¬ 
don, who returned the grin. „ , 

“Excellent, my dear.” He looked over at Devlin, who was 
hard put to keep control of his own anger. “Mr. Devlin, I do 
owe you a favor, for I admit I was beginning to despair of 
persuading this lovely creature to dine with me. 

“Think nothing of it,” Devlin murmured between clenched 
teeth. He had turned to go when Honor stopped him with a 


hand on his arm. , , ,. ... 

“Must I be in by any certain time? she asked him with a 

deceptively innocent look on her face. , 

“Just be at the roulette table at eight tomorrow night! he 

ground out and hurried away. 

Honor gazed after him for a moment, feeling a sense or 
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loss while at the same time telling herself he needed to be 
taught a lesson. She did not belong to him and she had no 
wish for him to think that she was only waiting for him to 
take her back to bed with him. 

“Mr. Gordon, if you will excuse me while I change?” 

He nodded. “I’ll send round for my carriage and will meet 
you in—say, twenty minutes?” He looked at her .question- 
mgly. 

She nodded. She could feel his eyes on her as she swished 
her skirts behind her and made her way through the tables 
upstairs. She went into her room, beginning to feel the ten¬ 
sion in her neck developing into a headache. She looked 
around distractedly for Pia to help her undress, but realized 
the child was already in bed and set about undressing herself 
and slipping into a fresh gown of soft lavender taffeta that 
helped only a little to lift her spirits. She freshened her coif¬ 
fure and dabbed on a little cologne water to drive away the 
scents of men’s tobacco smoke that lingered from the night’s 
entertainments. 

- She slipped a light shawl around her shoulders to protect 
her from the night’s mists and was walking hurriedly down 
the hall when she saw Brice coming up the stairs with one of 
the other dealers, laughing drunkenly on his arm. He glanced 
at her indifferently. 

“Enjoy yourself. Honor,” he said, bowing gallantly, before 
turning the girl toward his own bedroom. 

“Thank you!” she huffed to his back and wished she had a 
knife to stab him with at that moment. 

With more determination than before, she descended the 
steps and walked toward the front of the saloon, peering out 
to find the carriage awaiting her. She called out to Walter 
Gordon, already knowing the risks of entering a strange car¬ 
riage. But then she saw his face, smiling at her, and then he 
was getting out to escort her inside. 

“I like a woman who doesn’t dawdle at her toilet,” he said, 
kissing her hand as he seated himself opposite her. 

She inclined her head. “Where are you taking me, Mr. 
Gordon?” 

He laughed. “My word, all business, aren’t we? Well, if 
you’re that famished, Honor, we can go to the Virginia City 
International Hotel. They have some excellent cuisine and 
serve only the finest champagne.” He leaned closer. “I can 
order a private room so that we can dine at our leisure.” He 
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cocked a haughty eyebrow. “After all, you don’t have to be 
back until tomorrow night.” 

She smiled. “Yes, Mr. Gordon, but I do have to get some 
sleep or I’m afraid I’ll fall into the roulette wheel tomorrow 
and probably lose my job.” 

“Please, call me Walter,” he interjected quickly. 

She nodded. “Of course, Walter. After all, I suppose it is 
safe to assume that we are, by now, friends?” 

He laughed in delight. “Very safe to assume, my dear. I’ve 
only been watching you for the past several nights, hoping to 
seal that friendship.” But at her look of withdrawal, he amend¬ 
ed hastily. “I mean with an evening’s dinner, Honor, since I 
would never presume to more—unless—you wished it.” 

The light blue eyes were challenging her and she hadn’t the 
strength to meet his look. Idly she glanced out the window, 
the curtains of which were drawn back to allow her the view. 
She saw a small buckboard pass and her gaze sharpened. The 
boy was Chinese and his visage seemed familiar, but Walter 
was catching her hand, turning her back to face him. 

“I think it would be wise if we got something cleared im¬ 
mediately,” he was saying earnestly. “I admit to enjoying 
women, Honor. In fact, you might call me something of a 
bounder if you knew of some of my exploits.” 

“You don’t need to tell me all this,” Honor assured him. 
“Let’s just enjoy the evening.” She certainly had no wish for 
him to reveal his past to her—why should she want to hear 
it, when this would probably be the only time they would go 
out together? 

He shrugged. “I suppose you’re right. It’s just that I 
wouldn’t want you to form a bad opinion of me through oth¬ 
ers’ gossip.” 

“I promise I would never listen to gossip about you,” she 
said, teasing him a little to bring him out of his somber 
mood. 

He relaxed. “You really are a remarkable young woman, 
my dear,” he said, leaning away from her now in his seat. “I 
hate to think you’re probably around the same age as my 
daughter.” He laughed lightly, but she knew it had cost him a 
lot to say such a thing. 

“Does she still live with you?” she asked, hoping to keep 
the conversation light until they reached the International. 

He shook his head and for a moment she saw a look of 
frustrated rage appear on his features. “No, she is married.” 

“Have you other children?” 
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“No, only my daughter.” He shook himself visibly. “But 
tell me about yourself. Honor. What have you been doing 
with your life up until the time I spotted you at Babs’ Den?” 
He seemed genuinely interested. 

She veiled her eyes and looked down at her hands, which 
clasped and unclasped nervously. “Surprising as it may seem, 
Mr. Gordon—I mean, Walter—I was bom in the cream of 
Southern society in Charleston. I was raised on magnolias, 
mammies and outdoor barbecues with nary a care in the 
world.” 

“I knew it!” He leaned forward again, his eyes gleaming. 
“Something about you gave you away, my dear, for I sensed 
you were from good background.” 

She laughed. “Background hardly counts when one is 
dealing cards in a saloon in San Francisco,” she put in dryly. 

He shook his head and caught one of her hands. “It makes 
all the difference, my dear,” he said enigmatically. 

They had arrived at the International and soon found 
themselves upstairs in a private room, tastefully, if opulently, 
decorated. Gordon ordered their meal and sat back to sip the 
Dom Perignon as he allowed himself the luxury of assessing 
his delightful companion. 

“So, tell me, Honor, how did you leave the one coast and 
arrive at the opposite end of our fair country?” 

“Ifs a long story, Walter, and would probably only bore 
you. I’m sure the life of a speculator is much more exciting 
than the tale of the trip west on a wagontrain.” 

“Well, I must admit, I didn’t take the wagon train. Mary 
an d I—” He paused and reddened a little. “Mary was my 
wife,” he said softly. 

“Please go on,” she said quickly, wanting to put him at his 
ease. 

“We bought passage aboard a clipper around the Cape. 
The journey was long and there were times when I was cer¬ 
tain the storms were going to do us in, but it was all worth it 
We found a nearly virgin land, rich with promise and ready 
to yield her fruits to the man who could tame her.” He 
looked at her deliberately and noted her blush. “Of course I 
used tactics which were deemed hard, even cruel at times, but 
it takes a man with strength to reap profits when there are so 
many others who wish to share those profits. I did what I had 
to to make a decent life for my family.” 

“More than decent, I’ve heard.” She couldn’t resist nee¬ 
dling him a little. 
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He shrugged. “Mary was from good stock, hut I had 
very little in the way of financial security to offer her. It took 
great strength and courage for her to break away from her 
family and follow me west I was determined to reward that 
courage and prove myself to her family.” . 

“I admire you for what you did,” she said honestly. 

He relaxed. “You remind me a lot of Mary,” he said sim¬ 
ply. “You, too, must have left the safety and security of your 
home to come out to the temptations of the West. Was it be¬ 
cause of a man?” 

She flushed and shook her head. “Please dont think ol it 
as being noble, Walter. Actually, I did it because I had no 
other choice. My brother was intent on coming west to make 
his fortune after he had lost my father’s money through bad 
business deals. We—got separated and now all I know is that 
he’s up in the Fraser Valley, still looking for his fortune. 

His face was earnest now. “If we could find him, perhaps I 
could find an honest job for him with my company and he 
could come back here to San Francisco. Would that please 

^ She was taken aback at the idea. “I have no idea where 
Reid is now. It would probably be next to impossible to bring 
him back now. Besides,” hesitation filtered through her voice. 

“I’m not sure he would want that.” 

“But surely, he would want to be reunited with his sister! 

She laughed bitterly. “My brother is an opportunist, Wal¬ 
ter. He would not appreciate my mixing into his affairs. We 
have not seen each other in over a year now. He is still my 
brother and I love him, but I realize that he must do as he 
wishes and I—” 

“—must do as you wish.” 

“Yes.” 

For a long moment, they looked at each other. He was 
about to speak when the waiter arrived with their meal. They 
ate in silence, neither wishing to upset the delicate balance of 

harmony between them. . 

When she had finished, Honor sighed in satisfaction and 
wiped her mouth with a fine linen napkin. “Oh, I have to ap¬ 
prove of that meal,” she said. “It was fit for a king.” 

“And a queen,” he added. Then he picked up his glass of 
champagne and motioned her to do the same. “A toast? He 
thought a moment, then looked her straight in the eye. “A 
toast to you and me, Honor O’Brien, and to what may yet 

be.” 
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She hesitated a moment, then drank the rest of the spar- 
klmg liquid. When she had finished and the remains of the 
meal had been taken away, she looked to Gordon question- 
mgly. 

“It’s late,” she said pointedly. 

He sighed. “I was hoping you wouldn’t notice, Honor.” 

She laughed. “I do have to get some sleep if I’m to appear 
tomorrow night without smudges beneath my eyes.” 

“They would still be beautiful,” he observed, deliberately 
moving closer to her on the settee. 

She was aware of his movement and felt her heart begin¬ 
ning to beat rapidly. Her hands trembled and her nervousness 
was apparent even to him. 

you afraid of me?” he asked incongruously. 

“I’m- I seem to find myself getting uncomfortable if a 
man if a man—” She trailed off in embarrassment. 

He sat next to her and pressed her hand. “I’m too old and 
too experienced to ravage you. Honor,” he said plainly. “I 
wouldn t expect you to ‘reward’ me with a favor for this eve¬ 
ning’s entertaiment.” 

“Thank you, Walter. I really do think we should be getting 
back.” 

Ife smiled tightly. “I said I wouldn’t press you,” he reiter¬ 
ated, “but I can’t help hoping that you might offer—” 

Sh® stood U P> her green eyes suddenly ablaze with fire. 
Offer what, Mr. Gordon!” she said angrily. “You hoped for 
^what?” 

He stood up also. “Please don’t be angry. Honor. I didn’t 
mean—” 

I kttow what you meant, Mr. Gordon, and it disgusts mo! 

I don’t care how old you are or how experienced! You want 
the same thing any other man expects of a girl without pro¬ 
tection!” She grabbed her shawl. 

“Honor, please believe me, I wasn’t imagining that you 
would go to bed with me!” he pleaded. “I only thought that 
some show of affection, of pleasure in our evening spent to¬ 
gether, might—” 

^Please, Mr. Gordon, I would like to go home now!” 

“Dammit, Honor,” he said, angry now too and striding 
toward her to grab her arms and shake her. “I’m not letting 
you go home until we’ve resolved this misunderstanding! I 
was speaking about a kiss, a sign that you enjoyed my com¬ 
pany! Is that too much to expect?” 

His eyes were so sincere that she wavered in her tirade. 
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“Well, I had no intentions of bestowing a kiss,” she said on a 
somewhat calmer note. “If you can’t accept my verbal thanks 
for the evening—” 

“Good God! That’s enough for me, if that is what you 
want,” he interjected quickly. “Do you forgive me for any 
imagined wrongdoing?” . 

She eyed him seriously, then smiled a little. I forgive 
you,” she said finally, “and I hope you forgive me for flying 
off like that!” She was almost impudent now. “Now you can 
see how horribly my background has slipped in the last year,” 
she went on. “I suppose you think I’m some sort of hoyden.” 

He smiled in genuine relief. “Not at all, my dear. I’m sim¬ 
ply delighted at seeing you so strong in your—er—convic¬ 
tions.” His smile was unabashed. 

“I suppose I could blame it on the champagne,” she sighed 
and smiled back at him. “I really must get back now.” 

He nodded. “My pleasure, Honor.” 

They returned to the carriage and rode back to the saloon, 
each intent on his own thoughts. When they arrived, Honor 
declined his offer to escort her to her door, but he insisted 
and she finally had to relent or risk making a spectacle of 
herself again. She pulled out the key to the side entrance and 
the two of them made their way through the dimly lit down¬ 
stairs to the upper hallway. 

“It was a lovely evening, Honor,” he whispered at her door, 
capturing her hands to press a kiss to the palm. “I would 
hope for another?” 

She looked down demurely. “Perhaps, Walter,” was all she 
would say, and he had to be content with that. 

With regret, he watched her close the door firmly to her 
room. 


^Jhirlff -e iff lit 


“Your little friend seems to be missing, Honor.” It was 
Babs coming in her room after knocking lightly. 

“Missing?” Honor stretched and yawned sleepily, wishing 
Babs would go away and let her go back to sleep. She was 
tired from last night and resented the intrusion. “What time is 
it?” 


“Half past noon. ! 
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for Babs and saw her, drinking coffee and talking casually to 

Brice Devlin. „ A _„ 

“Oh, Babs! Have you heard anything about Pia yet? 

Babs looked up in surprise. “Of course not, Honor. What 

are you getting at?” , 

Honor wrung her hands nervously. I think—I suspect that 

someone might have kidnapped her,” she got out, her eyes 
jumping from Babs* face to Brice’s. 

The latter looked back at her incredulously. “Who would 
want to kidnap a twelve-year-old China girl?” he asked 

slowly. . . 

“The law, for God’s sake! She did kill a man—m selt-de- 
fense! But they won’t be thinking about that! They’ll hang 
her—you know they will, Brice!” 

“Hold on now. Honor. Pull yourself together,” he cau¬ 
tioned. Then his look became indolent. “Perhaps if you had 
not been so wrapped up in your evening with Walter Gordon, 
you would have thought to look in on your friend last night.” 

She swung on him furiously. “Well, if you hadn’t been 
so—so arrogant last night, perhaps I wouldn’t have even gone 
with Mr. Gordon!” she countered. 

He grinned mockingly, then took another swallow from his 
coffee. “Look, Honor, I’m really in no mood to banter with 
you this afternoon. If you want me to check with the authori¬ 
ties, there are ways of finding things out.” 

“Oh, Brice, would you? I would be so grateful!” 

His silver-blue eyes narrowed. "If you’re that worried. 
Honor, I’ll go over to the courthouse as soon as I finish my 
coffee.” 

“Oh, thank you, Brice!” She hesitated. “Do you think I 
should go with you?” 

He shook his head. “I’ll go by myself. There are ways of 
dealing with corrupt officials which I’m sure you wouldn’t ap¬ 
prove of, sweetheart.” 

He got up from the table and was out the door in a few 
minutes. Honor watched him go, biting her lip in trepidation. 

“Do you think he’ll find out something?” she asked Babs 
worriedly. 

The latter shrugged. “If there’s anything to find out” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I think you’re making too much of this whole thing. 
Honor. I hardly think the law would suddenly decide to come 
and pick her up after letting the thing go this long. What 
about her old connections?” 
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“Her old connections were in Little China, Babs,” Honor 
put in quickly. “Pia would never go back there. She hated the 
cribs. She—” 

“She was a whore for a year. Honor. She had to be pretty 
used to men and—ah—-their charms. Maybe she got homesick 
for—” 


“She wouldn’t! She promised me that she would never go 
back to being a crib girl! She hated that life!” 

“What did she have here, Honor?” Babs said softly. “She 
worked every day in the laundry, doing hard work—getting 
only her room and board. That’s exactly what she got in the 
cribs, only the work wasn’t quite so drudging as washing and 
ironing. She—” 

“She hated it, I’m telling you!” Honor said shrilly. "Can 
you imagine being twelve years old and having five or six 
men a day—every day—crawling over you! Yes, she was a 
whore, she’s known men—but I’m telling you she would 
never go back there willingly.” Honor stopped, her expression 
thunderstruck. “She would never go back there willingly,” she 
repeated slowly. Her eyes went to Babs and the fear in them 
was easily apparent. “My God! Hoy Tai! Why didn’t I think 
°* » ° efore? Chinese boy—I knew there was something 
... She started out of the room. 


‘Honor, where are you going? You can’t possibly think 
you re going to go into Little China and bring Pia back if 
Tai has anything to do with it! You’d never find her!” 

“Somehow he’s been watching me all this time. He’s seen 
... he knows how I got away from the miner, how you’ve 
given me a job—Walter Gordon—everything! He’s taken Pia 
away because he knows that will hurt me! He wants to punish 
me because things didn’t work out as he’d planned. I’m 
telling you, Babs, he’s kidnapped her.. 

Babs had run around the table and was clutching her arm 
as though afraid she would try to run away. “Wait, Honor. 
Wait until Brice gets back, for God’s sake! You aren’t going 
to go to Tai by yourself. He’ll either kill you—or you’d dis- 
appear into one of his cribs and we’d never see you again!” 

I know he s taken Pia, Babs. She would never have gone 
anywhere by her own volition! Oh, God!” She rubbed her 
temples with her hands as she thought of what Pia must be 
gomg through. We’ve got to bring her back!” 

“We wiH bring her back, Honor,” Babs said desperately. 
Just give me time to think of a plan—and Brice will be back 
by then. Don’t worry!” 
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“You don’t know Tal like I do,** Honor said, shivering at 
the memory. “He’s evil and cruel. He won’t think anything of 
sacrificing a young girl to boost his own ego!” 

“I know, I know. Calm down a little and have some coffee. 
You’ll feel better and it’ll help you think.” 

Honor finally sat down and accepted the cup of coffee that 
Babs pushed over to her. “I blame myself for this,” she said 
morosely. “If only I hadn’t gone out with Walter, and then 
not checked on Pia to see if she was in her room. But I didn’t 
think—I didn’t know—he could be this cruel, this tenacious. 
Why won’t he leave me alone!” 

“I don’t know,” Babs replied, sipping her coffee and keep¬ 
ing a wary eye on her friend. “What did you do to him. 
Honor?” 

Honor looked at the other girl and her eyes narrowed, cat¬ 
like. “I wounded his pride, Babs. Isn’t that the worst thing 
you can do to a man?” She was thinking of Brice, too, at that 
moment. 

“He’s a bad enemy to have, Honor. I don’t know what to 
say, except we should be thinking of some plan—some way 
to get her out. Brice can’t go in there by himself and expect 
to come back alive, much less with Pia too.” 

“You’re right Perhaps we can set up a trap of some sort.” 
Honor wrinkled her brow and put her chin in her hand. 
“Something he might wish in exchange for Pia’s release. 
Money, perhaps?” 

“Money,” Bab groaned. “Honey, you know everything I 
have is tied up in this gambling saloon. We’d need to set it up 
as collateral to get some kind of loan and these bankers 
around here—half of them are swindlers and loan sharks. If 
something went wrong, they would call default and take the 
saloon away from me.” 

Honor gazed steadily at the other girl. <F You’re right, Babs, 
I can’t expect you—and Brice—to give up everything you’ve 
worked for because of someone’s vendetta against me. I’ll 
have to find the money some other way.” 

“What will you do—steal a shipment of gold? Rob a 
bank?” Babs shook her head. “Money, money all around and 
not a penny do we see,” she said ironically. 

“Walter Gordon!” Honor threw the name out like a chal¬ 
lenge. 

“Well, yes, he is loaded with the stuff,” Babs admitted, 
“but—but what if he demands his own kind of collateral, 
Honor?” 
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The latter squared her jaw in determination. “All I’ve cot 
is myself.” 5 

“Exactly.” 

T , H ? nor took a dee P breath * “Then he can have me, Babs. 
It’s that simple. I’d do anything to save Pia from that awful 
Tai. She saved my life once—it’s the least I can do!” 

She got up from the table, prepared to fly upstairs to get 
her shawl and bonnet in order to go to Walter Gordon. Babs 
followed her up, a look of distraction on her face. At the 
door to Honor’s room, she stood nervously twisting her 
hands. 

“Brice won’t like what you’re doing, Honor,” she said fi¬ 
nally. 

Honor whirled around, her shawl clutched in her fist. “I’m 
not his property, Babs. He doesn’t own me!” 

“But he—” 

“Don’t tell me about Brice!” Honor went on heatedly. “He 
doesn’t give a damn about me or Pia!” 

“He went to the courthouse,” Babs reminded her softly. 

“I don’t care—I can’t wait for him to return. Every minute 
counts, I’m sure of it! When I think of Pia—” She uttered an 
exclamation and hurried past Babs out the door. 

“You’ll need Gordon’s address!” Babs called after her, run¬ 
ning to catch up with her. 

The hansom cab had dropped her off in front of an impos¬ 
ing mansion, one of the first few to begin to dot the area 
around Nob Hill. Honor did not let the sheer size of the edi¬ 
fice intimidate her, but walked straight up the inlaid-marble 
steps between two of the imported Italian marble columns 
and picked up the solid brass knocker to pound hurriedly at the 
oak door. 

A somber, bulky-looking butler answered the door and in¬ 
quired her name and business, and then had left her standing 
in the tiled hallway while he disappeared through a door to 
find his employer. 

Honor O’Brien!” Walter Gordon was hurrying out from 
one of the maze of doors, his hands outstretched to take hers, 
‘mat are you doing here? What luck to see you here when 
all I’ve done all morning is think about you!” 

His words heartened her and Honor allowed him her hand 
to kiss, a demure smile on her face. But she realized she had 
little time for such playacting and must get right to the point. 



“Walter, I had to come to you! You’re the only one who 

can help me!” she began dramatically. . , _ , t 

His brow furrowed as he ushered her into the front parlor, 
decorated in soft tones of gold and brown. He gestured to 
her to take a chair and then took one immediately opposite 

her, leaning forward. 

“What is it, Honor? How can I help you? 

“Oh, Walter, I need a small loan in a hurry! 

“You want money—from me?” Walter hid his hurt behind 
a smooth mask that fell easily into place through long years 
of practice working with unscrupulous businessmen. He naa 
really thought this one was different, but perhaps she had 
fooled him completely with her standoffish air. Perhaps she 
was just like the other women he had come to know. Their 
type was all over the city, he thought contemptuously. He 
waited for her to bring in some hard-luck story about the 
ailing sister, the mother waiting back home to ma ^ ^ our " 
ney west. He knew from experience that if he gave her any 
money at all, he would never see her again. 

“Yes Walter. I’m ashamed to have to come to you like 
this, i-ll know what you must be thinking, but I can t worry 
about your opinion of me now. A girl’s life is in danger. And 

I—I don’t know how to rescue her.” 

Ah, he thought, it is going as planned. How could I have 
ever thought she was different from those others? He felt a 
sadness welling up within him and had 
now, walk away before the damning words fell from her hps. 
“How much do you need—to rescue this^r—gul/ 

Honor raised eyes huge with concern mixed with utter em¬ 
barrassment. “I don’t know how much it will cost, Walter. 

Hoy Tai is greedy, I know, but—” w 

“Hoy Tai?” This was a switch in the conversation, wnat 

has Hoy Tai got to do with your need for money?” 

“Do you know him?” she asked eagerly. If you do, you 
must know what type of man he is—cruel and cunning, i 
hate him!” she cried out. 

“Here, here, Honor, don’t fly to pieces .now. He soothed 
her awkwardly, reaching for his handkerchief. He thought that 
this wasn’t going according to the usual plan and felt a small 
hope stir in his breast. Could she be telling the truth? 

Honor took a deep breath and began to tell him how she 
had come to San Francisco to look for—her br °*er. (She 
could never have told him the truth there.) She told him that 
she had wandered unknowingly into the section of the city 


known as Little China, omitting the fact that someone had 
driven her there through her efforts at escape. She certainly 
did not wish to go into the sordid details of her flight from 
Don Esteban Sevillas. She explained how she had been taken 
to a crib run by Ling Chow and had been sold to Hoy Tai as 
a prostitute. She told him of Pia and how they had come to 
be friends. 

“And when I—when I refused to—to—” She colored in 
humiliation. 

“Go on,” he said gently, feeling a smoldering hatred 
against the man who would abuse this lovely, innocent crea¬ 
ture in front of him. 

“He sold me for one hundred and fifty dollars to a crude 
miner who had come into town to spend his gold before re¬ 
turning to the fields. Tai sold Pia along with me. The miner 
took us to his hotel and—when he tried to rape me, Pia shot 
him. We escaped and found ourselves at Babs’ Den, where I 
realized that Babs was a friend I had known from the wagon 
train that brought us west.” 

“My God I” he whistled sharply. He looked at her 
strangely. “And so, when you found out that Pia had disap¬ 
peared, you assumed that Tai had kidnapped her?” 

“Yes! He wants to get back at me, because he thought that 
miner would probably kill me before the year was out, but 
now he sees that I’m safe with friends, and he wants to hurt 
me!” 

“Tai does carry a grudge,” Walter said thoughtfully, rub¬ 
bing his chin. “I didn’t think the bastard would ever try to 
kidnap and rape a white girl, though.” 

“He assumed I had no friends or relatives in the city. It 
would be easy for me to disappear and no one would have 
cared. But white or yellow, Walter, he’s an evil man and I 
can’t—I can’t stand to think of Pia in his clutches taking the 
abuse of his battered pride!” 

“I’m only glad he didn’t kidnap you, Honor,” Walter said 
softly, reaching out for her hands. “Tell me, though, what 
makes you think Tai will take an offer of money in exchange 
for Pia’s life?” 

She blinked. “Why—what else could he possibly want? He 
loves money! I’ve been in his house and he has paintings, 
statues, so many beautiful things of value in all the rooms!” 

“Perhaps you’re right then. Maybe he would accept an 
amount of money in return for Pia’s release.” He rubbed his 
chin again. “But how can you be sure that he will stop now? 
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enough to be my daughter—that you are, in fact, the same 
age—but it doesn’t matter. Let me take care of you, Honor!” 

She sighed. It would be so nice to say yes, to put aside any 
doubts she might have, to let this strong man protect her 
from people like Hoy Tai and the miner and—and Brice ... 

If I said no, Walter, would you refuse me the money to 
help Pia?” 

He shook his head. “I couldn’t do that to you, Honor. I 
wouldn’t make it a ‘Marry me or else . . proposition. I love 
you too much for that.” 

“I must think about it,” she said desperately. “But I haven’t 
got time to think about Pia. Will you help me now, Walter? 
We can—think about marriage after Pia is safe.” 

“All right,” he said, clearly disappointed. “I know you’re 
right. We must act quickly, for if I know Hoy Tai, he’s quite 
capable of sending the girl back to China as a slave.” 

“Oh, thank you,” she breathed and her impetuosity carried 
her over to his waiting arms. His mouth came down to find 
hers and she was surprised and vaguely stirred by the power 
of his kiss. God, and his arms were strongs—so strong! 

He released her with regret and left her to wait in the par¬ 
lor while he went upstairs to change and make arrangements 
to send a messenger on to Hoy Tai so that they could meet in 
his business offices. He had no intention of putting Honor in 

any danger by going directly to Tai’s residence in Little 
China. 

When the messenger had been sent, he ordered a carriage 
and he and Honor drove swiftly to his office on Montgomery 
Street next to the offices of Wells, Fargo. He commented with 
a touch of humor that it had been luck that he had been able 
to rent office space next to the famed guardians of gold ship¬ 
ments. 

. They were forced to wait nearly two hours before a car¬ 
nage pulled up in the street and Hoy Tai, dressed impeccably 
m business suit and the absurd little derby, descended to the 
curb. He paused to brush an imaginary speck of lint from his 
rieeve and then entered the downstairs office, which housed 
Gordon s secretary and others in his firm. 

In no time at all, a discreet knock on the door was fol¬ 
lowed by Hoy Tai, grinning disarmingly as he entered, swing¬ 
ing his walking stick jauntily ahead of him. 

“Good afternoon, Mr. Gordon,” he said, ignoring Honor’s 
presence. 

“Please sit down, Tai,” Walter said perfunctorily. He 
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turned to Honor. “Perhaps it would be best if you would wait 
outside, my dear.” 

She nodded, her eyes flashing her hatred at the Chinaman, 
who returned the look with rude disdain. 

Outside in the small waiting room, she strode back and 
forth nervously, her fingers itching to claw at the round, yel¬ 
low face inside Gordon’s office. It seemed forever before the 
door opened and Hoy Tai, looking debonair as always, left 
the office, an enigmatic smile on his face. The black, slanted 
eyes touched her for a moment and their malevolence was al¬ 
most tangible. Honor stepped back instinctively. 

“You have won—for now, green eyes,” he said in a low 
voice. “But Hoy Tai will have the last round.” 

He left abruptly, leaving Honor weaving with the force of 
his hatred. Walter, seeing her pale face and closed eyes, hur¬ 
ried to her immediately and caught her as she was about to 
slump forward. 

“Are you all right, Honor? What did he say to you?” 

“Nothing, Walter,” she whispered faintly. ‘Tm-Tm just 
relieved that it’s over. He said—-he said we’d won. Does that 
mean Pia is free to come back to me?” 

He nodded. The look in his eyes told her that the girl had 
not come back cheaply. She felt terrible, knowing how the 
Chinaman must have been able to name his price. A sick 
feeling of nausea rose in her throat. 

“When—how?” 

“Tonight. Two of his men will drive her here to the office. 
I didn’t want to take a chance of them hurting you at Babs’ 
Den.” 

“Oh, thank God! Then you’ll be here to bring her back?” 

He nodded. “I’m going to order a carriage, Honor. I want 
you to take it back to my house and wait for me there.” 

She shook her head. “I must go back to Babs,” she said. 
“She will be worried and I have to tell her what has hap¬ 
pened. Please, please bring Pia back as soon as you can.” 

He nodded helplessly. “You’re sure you don’t want to go 
back to Nob Hill. I would feel better, Honor, knowing you 
were safe back there—” 

“No, I can’t go there—yet. Please, Walter.” 

The lovely green eyes looked so distressed, so unwilling to 
hurt, but so desperate that he had to give in. 

“All right, then, but I forbid you to be at the roulette 
wheel tonight.” 
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She nodded in acquiescence and he breathed a sigh of re- 


Honor was at the roulette wheel that night, for the simple 
reason that she couldn’t stand the waiting alone in her room. 
She went through the motions of the play mechanically, look¬ 
ing up sharply when anyone entered the saloon. She knew 
Brice was watching her and remembered their earlier argu¬ 
ment with a shudder. 

He had been angry when she returned to Babs’ Den, ac¬ 
cusing her of going immediately where the money was to 
flaunt herself in order to get back her friend. 

“What kind of deal have you made this time?” he asked 
sarcastically. “Don’t tell me!” His look could have killed. 
“You couldn’t wait for me to get back so we could sit down 
and think this thing out. You had to go flying off to Gordon 
and barter your body for his money!” 

“I couldn’t wait, Brice! I was too scared and worried about 
Pia! I knew the authorities weren’t going to help us look for a 
lost Chinese girl! Please, don’t be angry with me. I only did 
what I thought was best!” 

“Best for whom?” he asked cuttingly. 

She had stiffened at his implied accusation. “I don’t give a 
damn what you think, Brice Devlin!” she had yelled at him 
then. “You don’t care about me so stay out of my life!” 

“Most happy to oblige!” he snickered. “Just make sure 
you’re at the roulette wheel tonight or you’re fired!” 

“Fired!” 

“I’m sure you won’t have far to look for aid,” he cut in 
contemptuously. 

Then he was gone, leaving her quivering with anger and 
hurt so that she vowed she wouldn’t play the roulette wheel 
whether he fired her or not. But eventually the worry and the 
waiting had gotten to her and she had changed and gone 
downstairs, only fifteen minutes late. She hated the smile of 
sleek satisfaction on Brice’s face, but chose to ignore him for 
the rest of the evening, putting all her attention on the door. 

It was nearly midnight, and she was gnawing distractedly 
at her lower lip when she glanced up to see Walter Gordon in 
the doorway, beckoning to her. His face was grim, paler than 
usual, and icy fear slithered up the back of her neck. She 
whispered to one of the other dealers to watch the wheel and 
hurried to Gordon, her mouth too dry to utter any questions. 



He indicated the carriage. “She’s in there, Honor, but—” 
He held her back. “She’s dying,” he said flatly. 

“Dying!” Honor clutched at his jacket, her eyes round with 
dread. 

“Let me carry her upstairs around back. I’ll bring her up to 
your room,” he said gently. 

Honor nodded, her body numb as she saw Walter reach 
into the carriage and bring out the slight body of the young 
girl. She followed him anxiously, hearing the ragged breath¬ 
ing coming from the girl’s chest as she watched it rise and 
fall with little continuity. 

When they arrived in her room, she indicated the bed and 
Walter set Pia down on it carefully. 

“When they brought her to us—” 

“Please,” Honor whispered, going to the bed, her eyes 
brimming with tears. “Please leave me alone with her for a 
few moments.” 

He bowed his head and closed the door. Honor took the 
girl’s hand in her own and was struck at its coldness. Desper¬ 
ately she tried to warm it between her two palms. 

“Pia, it’s Honor,” she got out with difficulty, leaning over 
the girl’s closed eyes. “Pia, please come back to me,” she 
choked. 

The bluish eyelids opened, fluttered and opened again. The 
black eyes were cloudy as they looked at the face above her, 

“M-missy Honor,” she sighed and tried to smile. 

“Pia, I tried to get help to you as soon as I could,” Honor 
whispered desperately. “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry that I didn’t 
come sooner.” 

“No blame s-self,” the girl whispered with difficulty. “Hoy 
Tai w-wants your d-death!” 

“Pia, I swear I will see you avenged,” Honor said with an 
intense hatred in her voice. “How did he do this to you?” 

“The d-drug—so many bright c-colors, and then m-much 
darkness.” 

“Opium! He gave you opium!” Honor ground her teeth 
and pressed the thin hand against her cheek. “Oh, Pia—he 
shall see hell for this, I promise you!” 

Pia looked gravely at the face above hers, wishing she 
could speak, could tell her that she was glad it had been her 
and not Honor who had known the force of Tai’s hatred. She 
knew he hated Honor with a poison in his blood that could 
not be rinsed away without her death. Yes, she was glad that 
he had not caught Honor, but—it was hard—this dying. 


307 



I shall—1-look down on y-yon f-from the h-heavens” 
h H 2l’ the smalles ‘ of sighs, she was gone, 

at rt° f h l he bmp ’ 001(1 hand in her own, storing down 
at the face, the eyes closed forever in death. So young Z 

hatrpd / ^‘despairingly, hating Tai, but pushingthe 
chM^ the utter ^ef that consumed her at this 

happened? S deat h-wasteful death. Why had this 

held wS t C I teL Pi ‘4o e iafe h t Pered ’ Wettin , 8 the hand she 
grieved To ° late to save you, little one,” she 

ys •“ **■ »» 

facl 0 into\ U e n rdT'lf’ Sh D °° k her My as she pressed her 
Sought she h^ Cl0theS ,; ? 00r little cbi ' d of destiny, she 
been the had never had control over her own life—had 
h!d th f ., ,J ve ° f others from childhood—had never reallv 
Stm faee , T hO0d ' 1 promise > sh e thought, looking up into the 
Innl/d I i’ rom T *“t y° u wil1 be avenged, Pia You wiU 
death the heavens « Tai ’suffer for yonr 

st f'l 11 ’ 1 eVen h , ear th e door open and close, nor the foot- 

S&ttSttiaissss 

‘| r he ’s gone,” she gasped. “He killed her!” 

h "' 

The courthouse!” She pushed herself out of his arms 
th^ thlT T do anything about this! You know yourself 
He looked d t C h, re leSSh f°a many like Pia arekill ed!” 

SS 

Hono”.“ ' •»“’“«» city—but he am live., 

•b£.TriR£iS“* , “ -»*■ »«** 

With enough money in the right pockets—” 

308 



“You’re lying! You went up on your high horse about hav¬ 
ing to pay money out from your precious saloon for Pia’s res¬ 
cue! You certainly won’t be able to grease enough palms 
sufficiently to bring Hoy Tai to justice!” 

“Then what do you suggest?” he asked impatiently. 

“A trap! Set a trap for him and kill him without benefit of 
any so-called trial!” Her eyes were bla zin g fiercely in her pale 
face. 

“Honor, don’t be a fool. Tai won’t fall for any trap you or 
I could think up! He’d smell a rat quicker than we could set 

the bait!” , . , 

She shook her head vehemently. “I promised Pia that he 
would see hell, Brice. I’m not going back on my word. I don’t 
care what it takes! I’ll go in there myself!” 

He caught her by the arms and shook her, hard. “You’ll go 
in to your death! Honor, for God’s sake, this is what he 
wants you to do! He knows just what effect Pia’s death will 
have on you and what your reaction will be! Believe me, if 
you let yourself fall into his hands a second time, he’ll make 
you suffer a hell of a lot more than Pia did! You won’t come 
out alive either!” 

“I don’t care!” She looked up into his face, her eyes bril¬ 
liant and determined. “I don’t care, Brice! I’ll find some way 
to kill him—even if it means my death would follow his!” 

“Honor, you can’t throw your life away!” he said just as 


fiercely. . , , 

“Why not! For whom should I save it, Brice?” she asked 


him steadily. 

He glared down at her, wishing he could shake some sense 
into that stubborn head of hers. His silence seemed to Honor 


to be his answer. 

“No one,” she returned, fighting back the tears now. 
“Please ask Babs to come up,” she said tiredly. “I’ll have to 
make some arrangements for Pia’s burial.” 

“Honor, I won’t let you do something foolish,” he warned 
her, heading for the door. 

She smiled wanly, but said nothing. 
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8 Iann g at his unexpected visitor. 

It doesn’t matter who drove her to it, Gordon. She’s gone, 
disappeared and I have a good idea where she went” Brice 
was leaning against the back of an armchair, his studied air 
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She’s gone to Tai, of course. To bargain with him?” Gor- 
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Well, we can’t stand around here trying to divine what 
goes on m that stubborn little mind of hers,” Brice nut in im 
patiently. “We’ve got to go in there and ftad her!” P 

g< ? t0 figur f out a w *y to go in without alerting 
ar what we re up* to. ’ Gordon thought a moment running 
his hands through his hair. ‘Tai knows me—and heki^of 
my acquamtace with Honor, so there’s no way I can surprise 
him on that score. But you, on the other hand, have^ no 
dealings with Tai directly.” ° 

ZZ'lft 0 ™* 5°S Go . ^don ’ ,, Brice put in pointedly, 
gh be a good idea, in order to allay any suspicions. 

a ^essman,’ an ‘importer’ who^Tnter- 
ested m obtaining some Chinese tarts for “certain entemrke 
of yours. Tai can’t object to that.” enterprise 

home?” ^ ^ *° meet “■ business office-not his 

even b* sure ‘b 34 Honor is there. She 
could still be in hiding somewhere in Little China, awaiting 
h ot rfk 0r be could have already found her and put her 
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slowiV “/fhTnW pa !“ ted . ft 311 ra *ber black,” Brice said 
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in his place of residence. Do you think he’d be suspicious? At 
least, if I obtained access inside, I might be able to find out 

just where Honor is.” ■ _ r „ 

“You could be putting yourself m danger, Devlin. 

The latter shrugged. “I’ve been putting myself m danger 
for that little termagant ever since I met her, he said 

thoughtfully. . . . 

Gordon would have liked to question the other man on just 
exactly what he meant, but realized that jealousy had no 
place in their present situation. If they succeeded m getting 
Honor out, there would be plenty of time for her to think 
about his marriage proposal. He knew instinctively that 
Devlin was not the man to offer marriage and Honor would 
have to see the wisdom of the more honorable proposal. But 
first things first... they had to get her away from Tai. 

“I guess it’s the best way to start out,” he agreed to 

Devlin’s idea. A , 

“Good, I’ll contact one of his agents first thing and hope 

for a meeting tonight.” , 

v «Tai works slowly,” Gordon warned. We might have to 

cool our heels for a while while he sniffs out the lay of the 
land.” 

Devlin shrugged. “I’ll send the messenger as soon as I re¬ 
turn to Babs* Den.” . 

“Why don’t you set up residence at one of the hotels" Tai 
might check on your cover and it would make more sense for 
you to be, say, at the International. Agreed?” 

Brice nodded. “I’ll move a few things over there this after¬ 
noon.” 

“Good, if you’re low on cash. I’ll be glad 
“I’ve got enough,” Brice returned stiffly and hurried out of 
his office. 


Honor bit her lip and crouched low against one of the 
walls in the little alleyway where she had taken refuge from 
the man who had been following her since she had left Babs’ 
Den and made for Little China. She hadn’t gotten a good 
look at him, but she knew he was trailing her, for he was ex¬ 
ceptionally tall and she had seen him several times a few 
yards behind her. 

She wondered if he was one of Tai’s men. It was a good 
possibility. She’d have to be careful to keep a good distance 
ahead of him, for she didn’t want to be taken to Tai just yet. 
If it were possible, she had hopes of getting to his house and 
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her dressed in his tailored business suit, which somehow 
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back. She could see the proof of his whetted desire and 
cringed away from the reality of how he meant to subjugate 

her woman’s flesh. . ,. 

“Green eyes,” he whispered, smothering his face in hr 
neck when he had rolled her over. “I must— have— you, he 
said brokenly, biting painfully into the skm of her shoulder. 

“You’ll not be having her where you’re going, yellow 

ba Honor looked over Tai’s shoulder and saw Brice Devlin’s 
face, dark with rage and hatred as he leveled the gun m front 
of him. Tai had turned too, in a reflex action, his mouth open 
in astonishment, but before he could cry out, Brice shot him 
cleanly between the eyes, causing his body to jump back and 
fall away from Honor, who was shaking with reaction. 

“Oh, Brice!” she cried out, beginning to weep at the enor¬ 
mity of what had happened. 

She scrambled to her feet and ran to place her arms 
around him. “Oh, Brice! Thank God you came!” 

He was so still, she thought he might have been wounded 
in getting upstairs. She looked up, her cheeks wet with tears, 
and saw him staring soberly at the man he had just shot. 

“That’sthree men—dead because of you, Honor, he said 
slowly. “Three men I’ve killed because of you.” 

“But—but he would have killed me, Brice, if you 


hadn’t—” , , . , 

“If you hadn’t gone off by yourself like some mule-headed 

fool, if you had listened to me and let me handle it, this 
wouldn’t have happened!” 

She looked up at him unbelievingly. “What do you mean. 
He deserved to die! He killed Pia—and—and how many oth¬ 
ers! He would have killed me without a moment’s hesitation 
and yet you stand here as though I had condemned you for 
what you did!” 

She stepped away from him and looked around distractedly 
for her clothing. “What of the others? There were two of 
them,” she said, straining to keep her voice from cracking. 

“Knocked out cold.” His voice was flat. 

She glanced up quickly. “We’ve got to get out of here, 
Brice, before anyone else comes along. How did you—how 
did you find me?” 

“I followed Tai here after he refused to swallow the story 
Gordon and I made up. It was easy enough. He must have 
known you’d be here and I think the excitement of that made 
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“Did he throw you out?” He looked like a bear, poised to 
attack. 

“No.” She looked away from his gaze. “The last few weeks 
have been—well—most uncomfortable, to say the least. I 
really don’t think I could go on living here after eveiything 
that has happened. When Brice looks at me, sometimes I 
think he hates me! I—I can’t explain it, Walter.” 

“But to offer to be my housekeeper, for Gods sake! lve 
never had one in all my married years and I’m not sure I 
want to take one on now. Why don’t you just come up and 

live here with me ...” , A „ . , . 

She raised her brows teasingly. “Now whos talking about 
public scrutiny, Walter?” she chided softly. “Everyone would 
label me your mistress then.” 

“They will anyway,” he assured her, then he leaned closer 
and looked into her eyes. “Maybe that’s not such a bad idea, 


She blushed. “If that’s what you expect, Walter, then per¬ 
haps I had best try for employment somewhere else.” 

He pulled at his hair distractedly. “Dammit all, woman! 
Why must you be so damn stubborn! You’d be working fiat 
on your back from midnight till four at most of those gam¬ 
bling saloons.” He sighed heavily. “I still say it’s ridiculous, 
and I don’t know why I’m agreeing, but—all right, you can 
stay on as my housekeeper!” . 

“Oh, Walter, thank you!” She got up from her chair to 
throw her arms around him, hugging him with relief. 

At the display, Walter Gordon felt his arms coming up 
around her slender back, pressing her closer to him while his 
head bent automatically to kiss her. Quickly she slipped out 
of his arms. He groaned aloud. > 

“It’ll never work,” he warned her direly. Then as she 
looked up at him with a puzzled look, “I’ll have to make sure 
you’ve got a lock on your bedroom door.” He started to leave 
the room, then turned back to her. “You can sleep in the 
room off the library. I had it built for the use of out-of-town 
business clients, but it will be yours from now on.” 

“And where is your bedroom, Walter?” she asked, eyes 


widening. 

“On the second floor!” he threw back at her and left her 
with instructions to gather her things and he would be wait¬ 
ing downstairs in the hansom cab to take her to his home. 

Honor watched him go, feeling guilty that she had extracted 
such a hard bargain from him, but also feeling relieved 

317 



« ZgJFSL'S. 

aboTh^^ ° ne u tbe big cities - She hated to be vague 

a-Sapi5iWMS 1 " 1 s. 

^ hopefully they would turn out for Sst 

Kf.“s 

hansom, Honor went looking fnr nuke «, , w ^ ltin S 

S^S^ZSS"" -»«■''- <~*S» SS 2 

tighS y ° U ] “ 0W where 1 mi 8 ht Babs?” Honor asked 
know where sheis” Ve ^ 0Ut *“ moMin 8 > I don’t 

a£tKa*«ws: 

He turned curiously. “With another saloon?” 

She shook her head. “Walter Gordon has—asked me tn be 
his ^housekeeper in order to ” asKea me to be 

^XASS&SA a contemptuous 

®K£S. ? SS?S?S2 ^ ? e *«* 

challengiug him £ make " green eyes 

-Honor, you amaze me!” he said mockimrtv “tv* , 

K£F^“«=ste 
Jtssvfisxi stsvis x 




problem! You can’t possibly think that I would remain 
here—perhaps as one of the fixtures on the wall?” 

His silver-blue eyes narrowed and lit up with amusement. 
“Is that what’s riling you, Honor? I’m not paying enough at¬ 
tention to you?” 

He moved toward her like a stalking panther, and Honor 
backed up uncertainly, not sure what he intended. He came 
closer until they stood within arm’s length. 

“You know,” he said silkily, “it has been a long time, 

hasn’t it, Honor?” . . . 

“Not long enough!” she retorted quickly, beginning to back 
through the door that led into the outer corridor. “If you 

think—” . 

“Honor, you must forgive me for ignoring the needs ot a 
young woman of such highly sexed parts as yourself, he con¬ 
tinued, coming closer still. “If only you had told me, inti¬ 
mated that you were longing for—” 

“Get away from me, Brice Devlin! Walter Gordon is wait¬ 
ing for me!” 

“I don’t give a damn, he can wait all day and all nights 
You’ve reminded me of my neglect and I mean to rectify it. 
Besides, you owe me, Honor, and I mean to lay claim to the 

debt.” , , L . . 

“I don’t owe you anything!” she cried out, beginning to 

panic. 

With a quick flurry of skirts, she turned and made a dash 
for the saloon door, but he was too quick for her and in an¬ 
other moment, he had scooped her up in his arms and was 
carrying her upstairs. Mortified and angry, she tried to beat 
at him with her fists, but he lifted the skirt of of her gown and 
wrapped it tightly about her arms. 

“God, I can’t t hink why I’ve waited so long,” he said to 
her with a victorious laugh. “It really is so damn simple.” 

“Brice, you can’t do this to me. I don’t want—■” 

“You want it, Honor, dammit, admit you want me!” 

She colored fiercely and pressed her lips together. They 
had arrived upstairs and he kicked the door of his room open 
to allow them entrance. When he had set her down, he 
turned, closed the door and locked it. In a moment* she was 
flying at him, ready to scratch and claw. 

“You always were a feisty bitch, Honor,” he chuckled de¬ 
lightedly, catching her arms. “But I’m just the man who can 
tame you,” he added arrogantly. 

With an ease which infuriated her, he picked her up agam 
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she remembered from that time so long ago in the meadow 
on Don Esteban’s ranch. Despite herself, she felt her body 
opening to him, responding as only he could make it respond. 

His long-fingered, lean brown hands seemed to glide 
smoothly over her pale flesh, feeling the texture, the softness 
with intrinsic patience. Her breasts tightened and the points 
lifted to catch his palm as it glided over them. Her mouth 
was open as if gasping for air. 

With complete authority, Brice was mastering her will to 
fight him. She admitted, if only to herself, that she had 
wanted this from him, that she didn’t want to fight. _ 

He was kneeling above her, unbuttoning his own shirt, his 
knees on either side of her hips as he stared down at her with 
lazy desire, knowing he had her completely at his mercy. God 
knew how many men she’d lain with, he thought, but right 
now, he didn’t give a damn! She was the only woman he had 
ever known with whom he wanted only to be gentle and soft, 
but ended up being cruel and demanding. But now, she was 
acquiescing, her body responding exquisitely to his touch. 

He had removed his shirt and was about to unbutton his 
trousers when a loud pounding on the door made them both 

jerk their heads up. . , 

“Honor! Honor, I know you’re in there, dammit! Is he 

hurting you?” „ . A _ . , 

“Walter!” Honor whispered, her eyes flying to meet Brice s. 

“Of course,” he replied calmly, his mouth narrowing. “The 
forgotten cuckold, I presume.” 

Honor looked up quickly at the venom in his tone. She 
blushed. “Oh, Brice, it’s not like that between Walter and me. 
I—” 

But he was already sliding off her, flinging his shirt back 
on, leaving it unbuttoned as he went to the door, giving 
Honor only a moment to fling the heap of petticoats over the 
more strategic parts of her body. 

Outside in the hall, Gordon was red-faced with rage. You! 
I should have known you wouldn’t let her leave you without 
first humiliating her like this!” he accused. 

“Humiliating her!” Brice laughed with mocking contempt. 
“Gordon, you surprise me. Do you mean you didn’t know 
how hot this young lady has always been for me? Why, I re¬ 
call—” 

“That’s enough!” Gordon roared, bringing up his fists. 

Brice sidestepped him swiftly, an infuriating grin still on 
his face. “Please, Gordon, I really don’t think she’s worth fis- 

321 



ticuffs between two—gentlemen—like ourselves! As you can 
see, she is over on the bed, ready and willing to pleasure 
whichever one of us gets to stay. Shall we toss a coin?” 

“You bastard!” Gordon got out. “I should kill you for 
that!” 

Honor thought she was going to die at the cruelty in 
Brice’s words. How could he talk about her like that! She 
took avantage of the two men’s inattention to grab her dress 
and slip it over her arms, tugging it around her hips, 

Walter looked up to see her bending to gather her under- 
things after slipping her shoes on. He held out a hand to her. 
“Come on. Honor. There’s no need for you to remain here 
and listen to this man’s insults.” 

“Oh, Walter, do you mean you would still have me?” she 
asked him quietly. 

His eyes were understanding and she felt ashamed of her¬ 
self for asking him the question. Between them stood Brice 
Devlin, his eyes wintery, hard as he noted the silent commu¬ 
nication between the two of them. For a moment, he turned 
toward Honor as though to speak to her, to convey something 
of his mixed-up emotions—his anger that she had another 
man who wanted to protect her and his hungering need for 
her that made him want to kill the man who offered her an¬ 
other love. But he rejected the idea of love, telling himself 
that he would not commit himself to this one woman whom 
he felt he couldn’t really trust. And so, he stepped back and 
the twisting in his gut made him hard. 

“Go to your ‘employer’ then, Honor,” he said savagely. 
“Tell him how much you love him and perhaps this time 
your ploy will work.” 

Honor gazed into his face, her green eyes wet with tears. It 
was as though he were tearing her heart out with his cruel 
barbs. “I did love you, Brice,” she said tearfully, “but you 
have chosen to throw my love away. I will not allow you to 
hurt me again.” 

Then, regally, as though she were not naked beneath her 
gown, she walked out of his room, her hand lightly on the 
arm of Walter Gordon, leaving Brice to watch her with a 
wealth of jealousy, of bitterness and of something else that he 
refused to admit—even to himself. 
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August was bitterly hot that year of 1858 Even built as 
it was on a hill, Walter Gordon’s house helped httle to cool 


the sticky days and nights. 

Honor’s room, being on a comer, did get a slight cross¬ 
draft from the two windows on the two walls of her room, 
but it was still uncomfortable sleeping at night. She looked 
forward to the coming of autumn and the cooling rains. 

The title of housekeeper had never really seemed to fit and 
so by mutual agreement, she was known as Gordon’s secre¬ 
tary In fact, she did do quite a bit of paperwork for him as 
she wrote a clear, legible hand and he was often too busy to 
see to some of the minor details. She enjoyed replying to the 
mothers of marriageable daughters that Mr. Gordon would 
be delighted to join them for afternoon tea, but he had other 
engagements. Soberly she realized that she should be hoping 
for just the opposite—that Walter would go and find a 
woman who was more than willing to marry him. 

Some of Walter’s correspondence was private and she was 
not allowed to read it, but these were mostly having to do 
with different business schemes and she had an idea that he 
didn’t especially want her finding out about some of his more 
unorthodox business methods. Walter Gordon, after all, did 
not make his fortune by being die kind of man that people 
walked over. She would read with the greatest enthusiasm the 
months-old papers that arrived from St. Louis or New York, 
surprised to see that the threat of war, which she remembered 
only vaguely even as far back as when her father had been 
alive, was now very real—at least back on the eastern coast. 
Here in California, war seemed very remote. There were very 
few Negro slaves as the Indians provided better labor and 


were more used to the conditions. 

It was another hot, sweltering day in mid-August when 
Honor walked into Walter’s office to see to the mail, when she 
was surprised to see Walter himself already seated at his 
desk, frowning over a letter in his hands. He looked up dis¬ 


tractedly at her entrance. 

“You’re up early today,” she remarked, pulling back the 
thick velvet drapes to allow more light into the room. 
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right, my dear. You’ll be meeting him soon 
enough. My daughter and her husband will be arriving, ac¬ 
cording to this letter, this afternoon. Damned mail must have 
been delayed somewhere!” 

He was truly agitated, but Honor was silent, knowing that 
whatever was bothering him had something to do with his 
daughter’s marriage and that it was really none of her 
business. She only hoped his daughter was understanding 
enough to realize that her situation as her father’s secretary 
was an honorable one. 

“I suppose I’d better change the menu for tonight then,” 
she said lightly. And I’ll have an extra bedroom made up—’* 
Two bedrooms,” he said sharply. 

She veiled her expression and nodded. “Of course, Walter.” 
cl hurrie u °ut of the room, wondering why he was so up¬ 
set. She couldnt believe Walter was so prudish as to wish 
separate bedrooms for his daughter and her husband, unless 
his daughter had expressed the wish that it be so. Honor 
sighed aloud. Their visit might prove very interesting. 

Honor smoothed the full skirts of her pink-sprigged after¬ 
noon dress, which had arrived only yesterday from the 
seamstress. As part of her “salary,” Walter had insisted that 
he provide her with a suitable wardrobe and though she 
^ s “ c 5 an extravagant dress would be considered 
a*? tf* had ordered ^ ma de up anyway. She was glad 
that she had now, because she wanted something special to 
wea f at h er first meeting with Walter’s daughter. 

She had done her hair in smooth coils at the back of her 
head, sticking a fresh pink blossom in her hair with a sudden 
flare of spirit. The honey-colored tresses shimmered and 
made her green eyes sparkle becomingly. The dress was 
short-sleeved, due to the weather, and although it really 
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wasn’t proper to appear bare-armed for such an occasion. 
Honor decided to forget convention and be comfortable. 

She could see by the look in Walter’s eyes that he ap- 


Pr “BCTvitching,” he said, his eyes gleaming. “Perhaps I was 
foolish to have that lock put on your door.” 

She laughed. “The show is only to impress your daughter, 

Walter,” she rebuked him. 

"Hah! She’ll never believe you’re my secretary, he whis¬ 
pered. “Do you want her to think you’re a lady of low vir¬ 
tue?” 

“Walter! At such a question, I think I’d better leave you 
for a moment and check with Cook.” She bustled off to the 
kitchens, sniffing the air appreciatively. 

Marta, the cook, was savoring a spoonful of the steaming 
vegetables when Honor walked in. “Marta, it smells deli¬ 
cious!” . . .. 

“ Gracias , senorita. I hope Senora Marianne will enjoy it 


also.” 

“5?, the senor’s daughter, of course ” 

Honor frowned. She had heard die name before and 
vaguely recalled having done so, but couldn t place when and 
where. She shrugged. It probably wasn’t important anyway. 
She would check on the rest of the dishes and then hurry 
back to the entrance foyer to be on hand to meet the arriving 


As she sailed gracefully down the corridor, she could hear 
voices in the hall already and hoped she hadn’t kept them 
waiting too long. She hurried her step, her anxious antici¬ 
pation causing her cheeks to bloom in order to match the 
blossom in her hair. 

Walter was already turned, looking for her, and she could 
see the tiny frown between his eyes. At her entrance, he 
relaxed and held out his hand to draw her closer. 

“Ah, Marianne, here is Honor O’Brien, who is acting as 
my secretary now,” he proclaimed steadily. 

Honor turned with a smile to meet his daughter ana sud¬ 
denly her face froze into a mask of shock, 'pie light-haired 
young woman who had also frozen in surprise seemed sud¬ 
denly so familiar that it was on the tip of her tongue to ask 
her where they had met before. And then, Walter was intro¬ 
ducing his son-in-law and Honor thought the world must be 
caving in around her. 

Wicked black eyes danced between the two women and 
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then smiled recklessly into Honor’s green ones. “Senorita 
O’Brien, a pleasure.” And Don Esteban Sevillas was bowing 
over her icy hand, pressing a kiss to it. 

Time stood still and she felt nausea in her throat and 
fought to repress it. She recalled the last time they had faced 
each other with a vivid memory— him coming toward her 
like some lethal animal intent on its prey, and then the knife 
in her hand as she tried to murder him. Honor fought against 
the faintness, determined not to succumb in front of him. Sud¬ 
denly she was recalling that time in Appina’s tent in the vil¬ 
lage of the Comanche when Magda had given her that 
noxious brew to drink to determine whether or not she was a 
witch. Then, as now, she was determined to master the 
sickness within her—and then, as now, she had done it. 

Marianne was staring at Honor, trying to recall when it 
was exactly that she had seen her before. It was obvious to 
her that the other girl had the same feeling of deja vu, but 
she couldn’t place the face and finally had to give up as her 
father was ushering all of them into the front parlor. 

“I’m so pleased to meet you—may I call you Honor?” 
Marianne said timidly. 

“Of course,” Honor replied, warming to this unfortunate 
creature who was chained, by law, to that odious snake. “I do 
hope you approve of the few changes I have made in your 
father’s household?” 

Marianne smiled. “I’m sure I don’t need to approve them. 
Honor. If my father is pleased, then so am I.” 

“Ladies, please sit down,” Walter was saying gruffly, 
secretly pleased at the instant camaraderie which seemed to 
have sprung up between the two dearest living people in his 
life. “Marianne, I’m sure you must be tired from the journey. 
Would you like something to drink?” 

She shook her head. “But perhaps Esteban?” 

Honor noted that the poor girl seemed painfully aware of 
the tension between the two men. She was relieved that she 
hadn’t remembered her from their brief introduction at Seal 
Rock House when she had been with Jaime. 

“I would like a brandy, Walter,” Esteban said grandly, 
relaxing confidently in his chair. He let his eyes roam freely 
over Honor’s lovely face, dipping into the cleavage of her 
neckline and skimming over the delectable form. 

Walter, muttering something to himself, got up to pour 
drinks for himself and Esteban. “Was the journey too drain¬ 
ing, Marianne?” he asked once more. “If you wish, Honor 
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could take you up to your room and you might like to rest 
before dinner is served.” 

Marianne sighed. “I would like to freshen up a bit. Father. 
If you and Esteban will excuse us?” She turned to her hus¬ 
band dubiously. 

Esteban smiled magnanimously. “By all means, my dear. 
You do look a little washed out from the ride. I’m sure the 

senorita can look after you very well.” 

Honor excused herself also and took Marianne to her 
room. The girl seemed greatly overshadowed by her dominat¬ 
ing husband and Honor felt sorry for her. To think her 
parents had actually promised her at one time to that mon¬ 
ster! She shuddered to think she could have been the one 

married to him! . 

“Oh, fresh flowers! How thoughtful of you, Honor! Mari¬ 
anne sniffed at the blossoms with delight. “You look like a 
flower yourself—what a lovely gown!” 

“Thank you. I only just had it made up. The seamstress 
still has the pattern if you would like to have something sewn 
up like it” 

“That’s awfully sweet of you. Honor.” She paced nervously 
for a moment around the room, touching objects here and 
there, finally coming to a stop in front of the dressing table 
and almost collapsing on the chair. 

Honor went to her, alarmed. “Are you all right, Marianne? 
You’re as white as a sheet!” 

The latter smiled weakly. “Just fatigued from the journey. 
I’m afraid my constitution is rather delicate right now. I I 
lost the child I was carrying only a few weeks ago!” 

“Good Lord!” Honor said, concerned. “Does your father 
know? I’m sure he would never have allowed you to make 
the trip if he had known that you—” 

“He doesn’t know about the baby, Honor, and I would 
rather he didn’t. I wasn’t that far along, only a couple of 
months and—it doesn’t matter now. I wouldn’t want him to 
think that Esteban—” She hesitated and looked away. 

Honor bit her lip. “Well, it was silly of you to journey so 
far, really. I’m surprised that Esteban suggested the trip.” 

Marianne looked up in surprise and Honor realized that 
she had spoken Esteban’s name familiarly. Well, it was too 
late to cover her mistake now; she would just have to be 
more careful. 

“Here, why don’t you lie down on your bed and I’ll go 
downstairs and have Marta mix you up one of her special 
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tisanes—the one that strengthens the blood!” She laughed 
fondly. 

Marianne laughed too. “So, you’ve already been introduced 
to Marta’s bag of medicines. Well, I suppose it can’t do any 
harm. Yes, I think I’d like that.” 

Honor helped her to the bed and took off her shoes, then 
drew a light shawl over her. “I’ll only be a minute,” she 
promised. 

She hurried downstairs, her mind flying as fast as her feet 
She couldn’t believe that Walter had allowed his only daugh¬ 
ter to marry Esteban Sevillas. Had he been so greedy that all 
he could see was the Sevillas estate? As she passed by the 
parlor door, she could hear the men’s voices raised in heated 
argument, and she wondered if Esteban had told Walter 
about the miscarried child. 

After obtaining the tisane from Marta, she hurried back 
upstairs and gave the cooling liquid to Marianne. “You 
should feel better directly. I’ve taken them myself and always 
feel marvelous afterward.” 

“Thank you, Honor.” Marianne drank, then leaned back 
on the pillows, closing her eyes drowsily. “I think I will take 
a short nap. Tell my father to have me awakened when he 
wishes to eat.” 

Honor nodded. She had just closed Marianne’s door and 
was turning around to walk down the upper hall to the stairs 
when she nearly bumped into Esteban directly behind her. 

“Oh!” 

“You look, senorita, as though you’ve seen a ghost,” he 
said, smiling evilly beneath the black mustache. 

“Or a devil,” she said beneath her breath. 

She tried to push past him, but his arm had already snaked 
out to imprison her. "Why in such a hurry, senorita?” he 
asked softly. 

She looked up into his black eyes, her hatred apparent in 
her gaze. “Get out of my way, Esteban, unless you wish for 
me to call Walter.” 

“Ah, yes! I had almost forgotten the enviable position you 
hold in his household. The mistress of such a man—” 

“I am not his mistress!” she seethed. “Take your arm away 
before I call out!” 

Obligingly he removed himself from blocking her path. 
“But we still have a score to settle, senorita,” he hissed. “The 
scar in my shoulder is an appropriate reminder of my re¬ 
venge,” he promised. 
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She hurried away, telling herself that he could do nothing 
in this house with Walter to protect her. Still, she was uneasy 
and wished there was some way she could convey her misgiv¬ 
ings to Walter without having to tell him the whole sordid 
past. 

She was careful to seat herself next to Walter at dinner, 
putting Marianne on his other side and Esteban opposite 
Walter, The meal was silent, broken intermittently by small 
talk between the two women. There was tangible tension in 
the air and Honor hoped that Walter had not noticed it be¬ 
tween herself and his son-in-law. 

After dinner, Marianne expressed a wish to retire early and 
she and Honor left the men to their port and cigars although 
Honor privately thought both men would also be retiring 
soon. They heartily disliked each other. It was apparent. 

After she had said good night to Marianne, she went back 
downstairs to her own room off the library, glad that Walter 
had installed the lock now. She had never really worried 
about him entering her room uninvited, but Esteban was an¬ 
other matter. He was perfectly capable of raping her cold¬ 
bloodedly because of some abusive idea of vengeance. She 
undressed quickly and got into bed, opening her windows a 
little to allow what little breeze there was to cool her bed¬ 
room. 

She lay awake for along time, her mind in a turmoil over 
this new and unexpected development. She was fervently glad 
she was not Walter’s wife. Otherwise the situation would be 
intolerable. At least now, she had the option of leaving his 
employment—and with Esteban as a son-in-law, she would 
consider the idea at length. 

A sudden scratching at her door made her sit bolt upright, 
her heart pounding with fear. The scratching grew louder and 
then turned into a soft knocking. Honor swallowed convul¬ 
sively. She knew it was Esteban and glanced for reassurance 
to the locked door. 

After a few minutes, the sounds ceased and Honor relaxed 
once more in her bed. A fine sweat had broken out on her 
skin, owing nothing to the sultry heat. She felt a sudden surge 
of pity for Marianne, who could not lock her own husband 
out. 
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Walter had grudgingly taken Esteban down to his ware¬ 
houses in the city. Esteban had expressed an interest at break¬ 
fast m seeing them, and Walter, whether he was pleased that 
his lazy son-in-law would show such interest or just hoping to 
down ™ daughter some relaxation, consented to take him 

Honor and Marianne were sitting companionably in the 
upstairs parlor. Marianne had been telling the other girl 
abcmt Esteban’s estate, a conversation distinctly unappealing 
to Honor, but she had listened, realizing that Marianne was 
very proud of her home. 

“TeU me about yourself,” Marianne urged when she was 
finished speaking. “How did you cone to be my father’s 
secretary?* 

H °»°[ laughed * “ You ma y ha ve already guessed, Mari- 
ann ®’ s ^ e began frankly, “that if it was up to your father, I 
would be more than just his secretary.” 

Marianne colored delicately. “I certainly didn’t wish to 
presume— 

. “^ease, allow me to be honest,” Honor went on briskly. “I 
have never, nor do I intend to, sleep with your father, unless 

P ? 1 happ ® ned t0 come aIon S at a very low 
point Me ^ rescued me from a life I couldn’t have 
borne. She paused thoughtfully. “I owe Walter a lot, but I 
told him I would never marry him until I felt I could truly 

them” happmess * He accepts m y wishes and abides by 

“I’m surprised,” Marianne put in. “I know that my father 
has always* liked women,” she began hesitantly. “Even when 
Mother was still alive, but very ill, he would go down to the 
square to the gambling saloons and play cards just to be 
around the type of woman who was—easily accessible.” 

I was a dealer at Babs’ Den,” Honor put in defensively. 
Marianne reddened to the roots of her hair. “Forgive me, I 
hope I didn t offend you,” she interjected quickly. “You cer¬ 
tainly don t fit my image of the typical saloon dealer.” 

Honor relaxed. Why make it harder on the girl? “Please 
don t worry about it. I probably would have thought the same’ 



thing if I hadn’t been one myself. Unfortunately, the image 
you have is pretty widespread, fostered simply because the 
women dealers are really like that for the most part.” 

“So my father did meet you at a gambling den?” 

Honor nodded. “He used to play at my table often and 
was very kind. Always the gentleman too. He was the only 
one in this whole city I could trust I will always be grateful 
for that.” 

“I can see why he likes you, Honor. Your name seems 
truly to fit you,” Marianne said earnestly. 

Honor blushed this time, thinking of all the deception that 
was going on behind both father’s and daughter s back. She 
was almost ready to admit everything, when the butler 
walked in to announce the arrival of Babs Hampton. 

“Well, of all the timing!” Honor trilled happily as Babs 
walked in. “We were only just talking about you, my friend.” 

Babs laughed. She was dressed handsomely and there was a 
bloom to her cheeks and a sparkle in her eye that puzzled 


Honor. 

“May I present Walter Gordon’s daughter, Marianne, she 
said. “Marianne, my friend and previous employer, Babs 
Hampton of Babs’Den.” 

The two exchanged greetings and then Babs pulled Honor 
down beside her on the settee. “Honor, I’ve got to tell you 
the news! I’m engaged!” 

Honor felt as though her heart would stop beating. Babs 
engaged! 

“Who—who is the lucky man?” she asked faintly. 

“Honey, I’m afraid you don’t know him,” Babs babbled on 
happily. “He’s only been in town a month.” 

Honor felt as though a constricting band had been re¬ 
moved from her breast. She took Babs’ hand in genuine relief. 
The other woman was quick to note the look and smiled to 

herself. , , j , 

“Did you think I was talking of Brice?” she asked her 

softly. 

Honor colored and glanced over to Marianne, who was 
looking on with polite interest “Well, I suppose I did fly to 
conclusions,” she affirmed. 

“Don’t be a ninny. Honor! If Brice isn’t going to marry 
you—he’s certainly not going to marry anyone else!” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Why, my dear Honor, any fool can see that you re both 
besotted with each other and too damned—excuse me, Mari- 
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anne—too darned stubborn to admit it! Honey, if Brice doesn’t 
love you, I’m the stupidest woman who ever lived. You 
should see him, moping about like a shepherd who has lost 
the prized lamb.” 

“Now, Babs,” Honor put in seriously. “I know you’re ly¬ 
ing. Brice wouldn’t look like that if the gambling saloon 
burned down—and that saloon is more precious to him than 
lam!” 

“Hah, and he’s about to become sole owner of it, too! So, 
if that’s your way of thinking, you may as well kiss him 
goodbye.” 

“You mean you’re selling him your share!” 

Babs nodded. “Charlie and I are off to the Fraser River. 
There’s still plenty of gold up there, we’ve heard.” 

“Oh, Babs!” Honor groaned. “Not another miner!” 

“Now don’t go dampening my spirits, Honor. Charlie Mor¬ 
gan is as good as they come. He’s not exactly down on his 
luck and with the money I’ll get from Babs’ Den—” 

“Babs, are you sure you’re doing the right thing?” Honor 
asked worriedly. 

“Honor, I’m not about to sit around and wonder about 
right and wrong,” Babs put in sharply. “You don’t think I 
want to end up like you, afraid to do the wrong thing for 
fear you’ll get hurt! Honey, I’m sorry to be so blunt, but 
there was one thing that my father did teach me and that was 
to take your chances when they come!” 

"Speaking of your father,” Honor put in dryly, still smart¬ 
ing from the criticism, “didn’t he want you to be an indepen¬ 
dent woman?” 

Babs shrugged good-naturedly. “I’m still independent in a 
lot of ways, Honor, but I really want to marry Charlie—and 
I’m going to. Now, that’s about as independent as you can 
get!” 

“Well, then I’m happy for you,” Honor got out. 

“I was beginning to think I’d never hear it,” Babs returned 
heartily. “Now, to help us celebrate, I insist that you come 
with us to the International. Charlie and I will do it up right. 
We’re going to be married tomorrow afternoon and—” 

“Tomorrow! But why so soon?” Honor suddenly realized 
how much she would miss her friend. 

“Our ship sails up the coast tomorrow night. Can you think 
of a more romantic honeymoon? We sail at ten in the eve¬ 
ning, but we want to celebrate before we go. Will you 
come?” 
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"Of course,” Honor said without hesitation. "What time?” 

Babs outlined the arrangements and Honor promised to be 
there, 

"Nice to meet you, Marianne. Honor; I’ll see you tomor¬ 
row night. Don’t be late!” And Babs was out the door in a 
swoosh leaving Marianne and Honor looking at each other 
in suppressed mirth. 

“What an extraordinary lady!” Marianne laughed. 

“I agree,” Honor laughed. “I hope you don’t mind my 
going.” 

“Of course not. Father and I will play some chess. Maybe 
I can persuade him not to let me win so easily.” 

Honor smiled, but noticed that Marianne did not mention 
what her husband would be doing. 

Honor dressed with special care in an evening gown of 
emerald green watered silk, trimmed at the low neckline with 
Chantilly lace, which lent a pearly sheen to her breasts. She 
wore the emerald earbobs that Walter had given her and had 
dressed her hair high at the back of her head to show the 
jewels off to best advantage. Her green eyes sparkled as 
brightly as the jewels and she wondered at the excited antici¬ 
pation that coursed through her. Could she be hoping that 
Brice would be there too? She shook her head as though to 
clear it of such thoughts and added a final touch of cologne 
to the vale between her breasts. 

Marianne clapped her hands in delight at the picture Honor 
made as she whirled around on light feet for her benefit. 

"You do look lovely, Honor,” she sighed. 

Honor glanced at the face which held a prematurely 
pinched look around the mouth and hurried over to hug her 
spontaneously. "It will be your turn to go out tomorrow 
night,” she promised, “and I will be happy to lend you the 
goym.” 

Marianne blushed, but when she would have said no. 
Honor insisted. 

“I’m not sure I should let you out alone looking like that,” 
Walter said dryly, coming into the room to stare at the lovely 
vision the young girl made. “Are you sure you don’t want me 
to come along—as an escort?” 

Honor shook her head. “I’ll be all right,” she said. “I’m to 
meet Babs and her fiance at the Virginia City International 
Hotel. There will be lots of people around,” she assured him. 

“Well, just be careful,” he implored her. “After your ex- 
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perience with the inhabitants of Little China—” He trailed 
off at his daughter’s look of puzzlement. 

“I promise I will be careful,” Honor said again, laughing a 
little at the serious look on his face. Then, glancing about the 
parlor, she asked casually, “Where is your son-in-law, Walter? 
Has he decided not to play chess?” 

“Esteban hates chess!” Marianne grimaced. 

“He had to go into town to take care of some business, he 
said, although what it could be, I have no idea.” Walter 
frowned. “I do know he has shown considerable interest in 
exporting beef from his cattle herds through illegal channels. 
Marianne, do you know anything about that?” 

Marianne, paling considerably, shook her head. “Father, 
you know Esteban does not confide in me,” she put in softly. 

“Well, I just hope he doesn’t think he can twist those dock 
men from Sydney Town around his fingers like he does you,” 
Walter said thoughtfully. “Although I wouldn’t mind seeing 
the scoundrel roughed up a little by some of those ducks.” 

“Father!” 

“Dammit, Marianne, he treats you more like a servant 
than a wife! You know I protested about this marriage from 
the beginning. If it hadn’t been for your mother . . . and she 
was too ill to see that charming bastard for what he really 
is!” 

Honor realized it was a good time to excuse herself, and 
she did so tactfully, draping a lace shawl about her shoulders 
to protect her dress from fire mists. She bade father and 
daughter good night and hurried out to the waiting carriage 
which Walter had ordered for her. 

In no time, she was in front of the International and she 
stepped out quickly, asking the driver to return a little before 
ten, as she knew that was the departure time for Babs’ ship 
up the coast. She entered the two-story hotel, requesting the 
room number from the clerk at the desk. Glancing at the 
clock in the hotel lobby, she noticed she was running late and 
hurried up the ornate staircase and down the corridor to the 
room number. 

At her light knock, the door was opened swiftly. 

“Good evening, Honor.” 

It was Brice, smiling at her, the silvery-blue eyes alight 
with a wicked amusement that disconcerted her even as it 
drew her inside the room. He tapped the door shut with his 
foot and took hold of her by the wrists. 

“What?” he asked lazily. “Not a word, not a question 
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about why I’m here?” He smiled again, looking into her eyes. 
“Could it be that this is what you were hoping for?” 

Honor, whose surprise had temporarily restricted her 
tongue, shook loose of him furiously and stepped back, her 
green eyes flashing dangerously. “Hoping to see you, Brice 
Devlin? How very ludicrous! Why should I want anything to 
do with the man who has insulted me, debased me.. 

“Honor, I’m sorry.” 

She was stopped abruptly, her lips still trembling from the 
unspoken words of anger. “What—what...” 

“I’m sorry for everything,” he said again, recapturing her 
wrists and caressing them slowly with the tips of his fingers. 
“Can you forgive me for what I’ve done to you?” 

Honor was at a loss as she gazed into the mocking silver- 
blue eyes that were somehow no longer mocking, but looking 
at her with a tenderness that made her want to melt com¬ 
pletely into his arms. But how could she be sure that he 
wasn’t playing with her again? She stepped back cautiously 
and he released her. 

“What—what has brought about such a—change, Brice?” 
she wondered, tensed, as though ready to flee should she see 
the need. 

He shrugged. “I realized that you had been telling the truth 
about—everything.” 

“Was it Babs?” she asked with a glimmer of suspicion. 

He laughed. “We had a long talk,” he confirmed, “and she 
practically had to hit me over the head with a club before I’d 
listen.” His voice lowered in that intimate caressing way that 
had always thrilled her. “I am sorry for all the pain I’ve 
caused you, Honor. You’ve told me from the very first that 
you loved me and I...” 

She turned away, pinkening with embarrassment. What 
was this? An apology to make her feel better—a cleaning up 
of old problems so that he could start life anew? She didn’t 
want to hear any more. 

“I should be going. I really should. Babs .. 

“Babs knows you’re with me, Honor. Would you have it 
any other way?” 

She hated the arrogance that still crept into his voice, even 
as she wished she could scream at him that—yes! dam¬ 
mit!—she did love him! 

“Well,” she began nervously, twining the fringe of her reti¬ 
cule around her fingers, “I accept your—apology, Brice—and 
now I would like to go .. 
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“Christ, Honor, I’m not just apologizing!” he exploded, his 
eyes turning to blue ice. “I’m trying to tell you how much of 
a fool I’ve been all along—and you act as though I had 
offered you a piece of cake, which—I take it—you’re po¬ 
litely refusing!” 

“Oh!” She stamped her foot, her anger rising to meet his. 
“What am I supposed to do! Fall into your arms and tell you, 
yes! yes!, I crave your forgiveness, just let me back into your 
life!” 

“God Almighty!” he swore savagely. “I should have known 
polite conversation wouldn’t work with you, Honor! Dammit, 
there’s only one thing ...” 

“Oh, no, you don’t!” she cried out as he came closer. “You 
keep away from me, Brice Devlin, or I swear I’ll call out for 
help. I’ll—I’ll cause a commotion and that’ll look awfully bad 
for the new owner of Babs’ Den!” She backed away realizing 
that there was little room in which to keep any distance be¬ 
tween them. 

“I don’t give a damn about the commotion!” he yelled 
back, succeeding in closing the gap between them. “Come 
here, damn you, I want to kiss you!” 

He grabbed her arms and brought her abruptly against 
him, causing her to drop the reticule as he crushed her 
against his chest. His mouth came down to cover hers, 
pressing harder and harder until she thought he would snap 
her neck. He would not let her go until she returned the kiss, 
opening her mouth reluctantly, feeling a sudden shock wave 
run through her as their kiss deepened. 

He had her imprisoned between his arms, her own arms 
pressed ineffectually against his body between them. He 
would not let her go, would not release her lips, but contin¬ 
ued to kiss her until she responded, feeling a slow, insidious 
warmth creeping through her. For a moment, she fought it, 
and he held her even tighter, crushing the breath from her 
body unt il she felt as weak as a kitten. 

When he lifted his mouth from hers, she gasped for breath 
and opened her eyes to look into his, which were blazing with 
passion and need. 

“It’s been too long, Honor,” he whispered. “I want you 
now, my love.” 

And he pressed her backward onto the long couch, resting 
his weight on his elbows as he came over her. His kisses were 
shorter now, fired with desire, teasing, rousing her own pas¬ 
sion so that she returned them eagerly, panting for more. 
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“Have you missed me, sweetheart?” he murmured, sending 
a thrill down her spine as he punctuated the sentence with a 
caressing tongue in her ear. 

“Brice, I don’t think ...” 

“Darling, I don’t want you to think,” he laughed wickedly. 
“Let me love you, Honor,” he whispered vibrantly. 

Honor felt shaken to the depths of her soul. Did he really 
mean that he loved her! Could he be lying to her, even now, 
as their kisses fired new life into their bodies? His mouth was 
warm, caressing on her neck and shoulders, lowering teas- 
ingly to the top slopes of her exposed bosom while his fingers 
worked urgently to pull the neckline lower in order to cap¬ 
ture the burning tips of her breasts. 

Impatiently, he would have tom the material, but with a 
laugh of sheer wantoness, Honor twisted out of his grasp and 
sat up so that he could unbutton the back of her gown. He 
did so with hurried fingers and pulled the material down with 
a quick swipe until it was impeded by her petticoats. 

“Goddamn!” he swore emphatically. 

“Darling,” she reproached him, her eyes sparkling now as 
though she had had too much champagne. “Only a moment.” 

She wriggled out of the constricting undergarments and un¬ 
veiled her charms with the shyness of an untried virgin. She 
felt the blush heating her entire body as those silvery-blue 
eyes devoured her with a passionate look that took her breath 
away. With hurried impatience, he divested himself of his 
own garments and took her back to the couch, settling his 
lean brown body over hers. 

Honor closed her eyes and let him have his way with her. 
It had been so long, she thought, as his hands roamed over 
her aching flesh. She had been such a fool to try to deny the 
fact that she wanted him, she loved him still. He was the only 
man who could make her want to die from the sheer ecstasy 
of loving him. 

His hands were wanton on her body, marking it forever 
with swift possession. She moaned with delight when his 
mouth followed his hands, arching her body convulsively, of¬ 
fering it to him with a passion borne of long unappeased 
hunger. He accepted her offering with a secret amazement at 
the wealth of her passion. Could any other woman ever give 
of herself as thoroughly as this one? It could have made him 
jealous, but he sensed that he was the only man who could 
awaken her spirit like this. His pleasure was her pleasure and 



he redoubled his attentions to the marvelous little body that 
seemed to attune itself to the touch of his fingers. 

Honor’s breath came rapidly, even her toes were tensing as 
she pressed her body against that of the man above her—the 
man whom she loved above everything else, despite of every- 
thing he had done. She loved him. 

“Brice!” she groaned. 

He smiled, perspiration dotting his forehead as he rose up 
to kneel for a moment above her. His hands slipped inti¬ 
mately between her legs, skimming the flesh with a master’s 
touch so that the skin quivered and trembled as it responded 
to the commands of his fingers. She opened slowly, like a 
flower, offering the well of her womanhood to his heavy- 
lidded eyes. 

He possessed her Just as slowly, moving with a sureness 
that made her clench her teeth in desperation. When they 
were joined as one, she moved impatiently beneath him so 
that he laughed in amusement. 

“Hold back just a little longer, sweetheart, and I promise 
you it will be better,” he whispered to soften the fact of his 
laughter. 

She arched against him, pressing her stiffened breasts to his 
furred chest, moving her hands against his back, as the nails 
dug deeper into his flesh. As his movements created more and 
more heat inside of her, she slipped her hands down lower to 
the strong muscles of his buttocks. She could feel a tidal 
wave of pleasure sweeping over her, so that she wanted to 
tear her mouth from his and laugh out loud with sheer hap¬ 
piness. His hands were tangled in her hair, which had some¬ 
how become unpinned and fell haphazardly over the couch, 
spilling down over the side. They rolled languourously over 
each other, until she could feel him swelling within her—and 
then bursting inside, sending the tidal wave crashing over her. 
She cried out as a single tear dripped into her hair. 

She was crying and laughing at the same time, hugging 
him to her with a kind of amazed delight. 

“Oh, Brice, we’ve both been such fools!” she said, looking 
up into his eyes, her own tear-bright. 

He kissed the comer of her mouth with suppressed passion. 
“I admit to it,” he said with humble gratitude that life had 
given this woman back to him before it was too late. 

They lay together for long minutes, whispering endear¬ 
ments to each other until a discreet knock interrupted their 
idyll. 
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“It’s only me.” 

“Babs!” Honor cried out, struggling to sit up, her face 
crimsoning. 

Brice laughed at her reaction, kissed her nose and held her 
even tighter. “Come on in!” he called out, his silver-blue eyes 
teasing her. 

“No!” Honor countered, horrified, struggling even harder. 

Brice held her still tighter. “We’ve got to wish them well 
on their honeymoon,” he said wickedly, his eyes sparkling. 
“Let them in!” 

“Brice! Oooh, I’ll kill you if you don’t let me up!” she 
half-fumed, pummeling at him playfully. 

“Listen, my friends!” Babs was calling, her voice filled with 
delighted laughter as she guessed at what was going on. 
“Charlie and I will meet you as soon as you’re ready in the 
room two doors down. Don’t take too long!” 

“Now let me up!” Honor commanded. “If we don’t hurry, 
Babs is perfectly capable of.. 

“Be quiet!” he said lazily, looking down at her tenderly. 
“I’m not through with you yet.” 

She squealed as he bit softly into her shoulder. But as he 
began to caress her again, she sighed and stretched beneath 
him. 

At the knock, Babs opened the door, looking first to the 
flushed face of Honor O’Brien, and then to the devilish smile 
on Brice Devlin’s mouth. 

“Well, damned if I was beginning to give up on you two,” 
she said fondly. 

“Oh, Babs,” Honor began, hugging her swiftly, “you knew 
all the time, didn’t you!” 

Babs shrugged philosophically. “I’d have to be dumber 
than a backward mule not to see what was plain in front of 
me,” she agreed, laughing. “I was beginning to think, though, 
that both of you were the backward mules!” 

“How thoughtfully put,” Brice returned insolently, smiling 
down at Honor. 

“Well, are we all ready?” 

Honor looked at Babs with a puzzled glance, then smiled 
shyly at the somber-looking man who stood next to her. “This 
is your Charlie?” 

Babs nodded, and it was her turn to flush. “I almost forgot 
to introduce you two. Charlie Morgan, this is the other happy 
couple, Honor O’Brien and Brice Devlin.” 
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Greetings were exchanged and Honor spied a parson, 
seated quietly in a chair, watching the proceedings with be¬ 
mused interest. “Good Lord, Babs, I thought you had already 
had the ceremony—you’ll be late for your boat!” 

“Don’t worry about that, honey. After Brice and I had a 
long talk today, we decided to change our bookings. Charlie 
and I won’t be leaving until the morning.” She eyed her be¬ 
trothed devotedly. 

Charlie Morgan seemed a serious-minded, attractive young 
man, and despite his reserved air, Honor warmed to him im¬ 
mediately. She would have warmed to anything on this glori¬ 
ous night 

“All right Reverend Michaels, I believe we’re all ready,” 
he said, nodding to the parson. 

The reverend cleared his throat, picked up his Bible and 
motioned to the company assembled. “Please stand over 
here.” He looked at both men. “Now, who is it that is getting 
married?” 

Honor blushed and gazed at Babs, who was watching her 
with a secret amusement that puzzled her. 

“Both of us, Reverend,” she heard Brice saying—and her 
heart seemed to leap up into her throat. 

“Brice!” She turned to him, surprised shock on her fea¬ 
tures. 

For once, the jaunty air about him was veiled by a sincere 
humbleness. “Honor, if you want me, I’m asking you to be 
my wife.” 

“Well, you sure give a girl a hell of a lot of time to think 
about it!” Babs put in, the suspicion of a tear in her warm 
brown eyes as she glanced over to Charlie. 

Honor was speechless, but she finally found her tongue. 
“Yes, Brice! Oh, yes!” She threw her arms about him, laugh¬ 
ing and crying at the same time. “I see—you’re bound and 
determined to make an—honest woman out of me,” she 
choked happily. 

Brice grinned at her impudently. “I won’t let you get away 
from me again,” he said, “and besides, I’ll be needing a new 
partner now that Babs is leaving me,” he added wickedly. 

The reverend cleared his throat to draw their attention. 
“Shall we go on with it, my friends?” 

The ceremony was brief and simple, but to Honor it sur¬ 
passed any huge church gathering her parents might have 
wished for her. Her life had changed so much since that in¬ 
nocent day that she had left Charleston, bound for the new, 
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wild land of California. She had changed, had adapted—and 
had found a man that she was willing to spend the rest of her 
life with. It didn’t matter how they were joined. She loved 
him and he loved her. She was deeply touched when he slid 
the gold band on her finger. 

Afterward the jubilant wedding party proceeded to order 
dinner and wine, the best champagne in the house and musi¬ 
cians to serenade them while they ate. Honor kept stealing 
loving glances at her new husband, telling herself that this 
wasn’t a dream, that they were really married, that nothing 
would change that now. She was his forever. 

It was well after midnight when the foursome descended 
the staircase. Honor was tired but happy, her arm pressed 
tightly to her husband’s waist. 

Oustide, she saw the carriage from Walter Gordon’s house 
and her hand flew to her mouth. “Oh, my God, I completely 
forgot! I should have sent word to Walter!” 

Brice, who had been seeing Charlie and Babs into their 
hansom cab, was walking back and heard her. His brows 
drew up in sardonic black wings. “You remind me of an un¬ 
pleasant duty,” he admitted. 

She turned to him earnestly. “I really should tell him, 
Brice,” she pleaded. “Can’t we both go—now?” 

He hesitated, then shrugged, his hands in his pockets. “I 
guess we may as well get it over with,” he agreed. “I can re¬ 
fuse you nothing tonight, my love.” 

She smiled at him and they both entered the carriage. 

“But we’ll be returning to Babs’ Den tonight,” he said 
firmly. "1 don’t wish to spend my wedding night under the 
roof of the man who covets my wife.” 

She giggled sleepily. “Walter is a gentleman, Brice. I know 
he’ll understand.” 

She leaned back in the seat, her head on his shoulder. 
Brice ordered the carriage back to Babs’ Den first so that he 
could make arrangements to have his suite ready for his and 
his new bride’s arrival. As they neared Portsmouth Square, he 
could see an orange-red glow over the buildings and urged 
the driver to hurry. 

In the square, Brice leaned out the window and Honor 
heard him whistle sharply. “The Den’s on fire,” he yelled, his 
voice edgy. 

They pulled up in front of the building, the back of which 
was already engulfed in flames while volunteer fire fighters 
sloshed it with water halfheartedly. The owners of the build- 
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ings on either side of Babs’ Den, fortunately, were concerned 
enough for the safety of their own buildings to help out. 
Brice sprang from the carriage, tearing off his coat and fling¬ 
ing it back at Honor, who could only look out at the burning 
chaos with a kind of shock. 

“Brice, let me help!’* she called out, starting to descend 
from the carriage, but he turned on her quickly. 

“For God’s sake. Honor, what can you do! Go back to 
Gordon’s house and stay put until this is over and I can come 
for you.” He gave her a brief smile. “You’ll have to explain 
to him yourself, my dear.” 

And then he was gone, sprinting over to the makeshift 
water line, rolling up his shirt sleeves as he cursed under his 
breath. Honor sat in the carriage a moment longer, her fear 
for Brice making her hesitate to leave him, but after watching 
the swift orders he barked carried out, she realized that he 
could organize things more easily with the worry of her 
presence out of his mind. She instructed the carriage driver to 
return to the Gordon mansion. Walter might be asleep, she 
thought hopefully, and it would save her from explaining to 
him right away that she was already a married woman. She 
could slip quietly to her room, get some much needed sleep, 
and in the morning, Brice would come for her and they could 
face Walter together. She chided herself on her cowardice, 
and then argued that it would really be better to confront 
Walter with Brice there to help explain. 

With that comforting thought, she arrived at Walter’s 
house and took the key from her reticule to slip inside. As 
she had thought, the candles were nearly all out and the but¬ 
ler, who had been instructed to await her return, was yawn¬ 
ing sleepily on the hall bench. 

“Go to sleep, Manchester. I’ll see my own way back to my 
room. No sense in disturbing Mr. Gordon or his daughter.” 

The butler nodded and made his way gratefully to his own 
room, leaving Honor to hurry through the library and into 
her own room, lighting the candle swiftly. She told herself it 
would be best to pack now, but the excitement and the cham¬ 
pagne were taking their toll and all she really wanted to do 
was go to bed. 

She undressed, put on her nightgown and bolted her door 
out of habit. Then, stretching with a silly smile of well-being 
on her sleepy face, she got into bed and blew out the candle. 
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Honor had been asleep only an hour when a tall, slender 
shadow put out its hands to pull up the half-open window 
leading to her ground-floor room. The light of the moon was 
obscured by low-lying clouds as the shadow climbed in the 
window to stand inside the sleeping girl’s bedroom. 

“A pretty picture,” Esteban Sevillas said to himself as he 
noted the girl’s face turned toward him, her arm lying curved 
around the pillow. He could feel desire flooding him—desire 
for her body and desire for revenge as the old wound in his 
shoulder seemed to ache throbbingly. No other woman had 
ever given him so much trouble, left him helpless with rage, 
and yet continued to elude him. She was a maddening thorn 
in his side and now he was determined to pluck her out 

He reached into his pocket to draw out the handkerchief 
he had put there so he could gag her. He crept closer to the 
helpless figure and bent down to pull back the bedclothes. 

Honor moved in her sleep, turning on her stomach, imped¬ 
ing him from stuffing the cloth into her mouth. He cursed 
silently and reached to pull her over onto her back. His 
hands trembled on her shoulders and suddenly she was com¬ 
ing awake, her voice reaching out groggily to penetrate the 
darkness. 

“Brice?” she mumbled sleepily, turning over and balancing 

on one elbow. . 

“I’m afraid not, querida came a silken voice in the dark. 

Honor stiffened, her eyes opened wider as she tried to pen¬ 
etrate the last dregs of sleep. “Esteban! You!” She started to 
scream, but he shoved the cloth between her jaws and forced 
her down on the bed, while he knelt over her, tying another 
handkerchief tightly in back of her head. 

Honor struggled in real fear. She knew, from experience, 
that Esteban was capable of anything. Was he going to kill 
her? 

Above her struggling form, Esteban watched her with a 
merciless smile. God, but she was lovely—a pity to give her 
over to those crude ruffians on the docks. They’d turn her 
into a wasted, pathetic creature like the other whores he had 
noticed in doorways and leaning against the sides of build- 
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tags—shacks really—waiting dutifully for the next customer 
so that they could pay their brutal macks and keep their skins 
from being striped. He hesitated, his eyes growmg accus¬ 
tomed to the darkness so that he could look mto the 

»-* Jr,?: 

her arms came up to try to punch him with her fists. He 
caught them, flipped her over onto her stomach, and tied 
them tightly with a cord. Then he turned her onto her back 
again and pushed the covers down with a brutal movement. 
S Honor had never been so terrified, even with Hoy Jan She 
felt helpless, totally vulnerable, as Esteban Jookeddowna 
her silently She cringed when his hands reached for the but 
tons at 4e'top of hefnightdress. It was ludicrously easy for 
Esteban to rip away the buttons, his knee prodding paurfully 
in her stomach to keep her struggles at a minimum. Asmore 
of her flesh was revealed to him, he tore carelessly at the 
material, his breathing coming faster, until she was naked. 

Honor whimpered deep in her throat. She knew he was go¬ 
ing to rape her—and then what he would do with her, she 
could only guess. She worked desperately at the cords that 
bound her wrists, but there was no way to free them m time. 
She could discern through the darkness Esteban pulling at his 
own clothing to free himself for file rape. She shuddered and 
closed her eyes when he removed his trousers and smiled 
down at her triumphantly. 

“Now, querida, let us see you get away from me tins 
time” he taunted her, moving his hands lasciviously over her 

b °Honor flinched at the contact from his skin. His fingers 
caressed the taut flesh of her breasts, the tips stiffened not 
with desire, but with fear. He moved his weight on top ot 
hers, making the pain in her hands nearly intolerable as they 
were jammed back against the mattress. Tears of pain 
dripped down the sides of her face and she felt an awful 
sense of suffocation as she tried to catch her breath with the 
cloth clogging her throat. She coughed to clear it and thought 
for a dizzy moment that she was not going to be able to take 
another breath. She was so afraid of the suffocation that she 
hardly realized what Esteban was doing to her body. 

She knew she was going to faint or die, or both, and she 
closed her eyes, trying not to think of Brice, of what could 
have been theirs together. She was slipping softly away, only 
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vaguely aware that Esteban’s hands were sliding along her 
thighs in order to open them for his vengeful lust. 

“Esteban! Let her go!” The voice was almost querulous, a 
soft, feminine voice that was sick with disgust. 

Honor fought back the nausea, the darkness, and opened 
her eyes to focus slowly on the face of Marianne Gordon Se- 
villas. She could have wept, but there were no more tears left. 

“Marianne! What are you doing here, for God’s sake?” Es¬ 
teban’s voice was hard with impatience, biting with contempt 
for his cowardly little wife. “Get out and go back to your 
room—I’ll deal with you later!” 

“No, Esteban!” Marianne said, with more strength. “Get 
off her, I’m warning you!” 

For the first time, Esteban really looked at his wife—and 
what he saw made him laugh disdainfully. She had pulled up 
a pistol, one of his own, he thought, and was pointing it with 
both hands at him. He noted that she was trembling visibly 
and that the gun wavered dangerously from side to side. 

“Marianne, you’ll do as I say, or you’ll be extremely 
sorry,” he said levelly. Cautiously he got up from the bed, 
standing next to it with a deceptive ease. “Give me the pistol 
now and go back to bed.” 

She shook her head once more. “Untie her,” she ordered 
swiftly, nodding toward Honor. 

He laughed. “Untie her! You’ve got to be loco, Marianne! 
This bitch is going to pay for everything she’s done to me.” 

“What has she done to you, Esteban!” 

He shrugged, keeping an eye on the gun. “She came to my 
hacienda, claimed to be my betrothed, when in truth every¬ 
thing she said was a lie only to get her greedy hands on my 
money. I admit I succumbed at first to her loveliness, but I 
soon realized that she was no good. She ran off to live with 
my brother.” He eyed her speculatively. “I assume you must 
have remembered our meeting at the Seal Rock House when 
she was in the company of my outlaw brother?” 

Marianne nodded hesitantly, her face becoming more and 
more uncertain. Honor strained at her bonds uselessly. Don’t 
let her leave me, she prayed. 

Esteban had taken a step toward her, then stopped as she 
backed away, the gun steadying once more. “Querida, listen 
to me,” he said, switching to a cajoling tone. “This greedy 
bitch has her eye on your father now. She has no love for 
him—all she wants is his money, just as it was with me. She 
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won’t rest until she’s his wife and then—you and I will be 
written out of his will, believe me!” 

“I don’t care about Papa’s money,” Marianne said slowly. 
“We have enough, Esteban.” 

He shrugged again, “Of course, the money may not be im¬ 
portant to you, querida, but your father is, isn’t he? Would 
you really want him married to this stone-hearted adventuress? 
Where do you think she was tonight, eh?” 

“She was with—her friend. She—she told me...” 

He laughed cuttingly. “She and her friend are two of the 
same kind,” he assured her. “I tell you, she was with a 
lover—the man who really holds her scheming little heart. 
She will marry your father and break him as she flaunts her 
lover in his face!” 

No! Don’t believe him, Marianne! Honor pleaded with her 
eyes, hoping the girl would look at her. 

“But—but when I discovered you were gone from our bed, 
Esteban,” Marianne was saying painfully, “and to find you 
here with her.” . 

“I am sorry for that, querida . You see what a witch she is! 
I cannot keep away from her. It is better that you let me dis¬ 
pose of her where she cannot hurt your father, or anyone of 
us again.” 

Marianne was biting her lip, wishing desperately that she 
could believe her husband, the man she loved painfully with 
a part of her heart, even while she knew he held no love for 
her. She had suspected where his true feelings lay, and 
tonight, when she had awakened after his usual perfunctory 
lovemaking to find him gone, she had humed to his own 
room to see his bed unslept in. Then, she had known where 
he would be and had followed in his footsteps through the 
open window. She hardly remembered picking up the gun— 
how could she actually be threatening Esteban’s life! 

“Now, won’t you put the gun away, my sweet?” Esteban 
said, moving once again toward his wife. “Let me take her 
where she won’t harm anyone.” 

“You—you wouldn’t hurt her...” 

He smiled, already sure of victory. “Go back to bed, Mari¬ 
anne,” he said again. “She will never bother us again and her 
lover . . .” he laughed contemptuously. “He will be hard put 
to find her after he is finished with the smoking remains of 
his saloon.” 

Honor’s eyes widened. So! It had been Esteban—it must 
have been—who had set fire to Babs’ Den. Oh, surely, Mari- 
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anne could not be so gullible as to believe bim —surely she 
knew what an evil, cruel dictator he was! 

Marianne sighed. “I’m sorry, Esteban, but I can’t think. 
I’m—I don’t know if I can believe you or not I know my fa¬ 
ther loves her and I—” 

“Hush now, querida. Give me the gun.’* 

“Esteban—” 

“Give me the gun!” he said impatiently. “Damn you, Mari¬ 
anne. ..!” 

He stepped toward her with a sudden lurch, surprising her. 
Involuntarily her finger, which had been poised on the trigger 
of the pistol, pressed downward, firing the gun point-blank. 

A look of surprised shock appeared briefly on Esteban’s 
face, and then, without a word, he slipped to the floor at her 
feet. Marianne dropped the gun in a reflex action and bent 
down over her husband, her face as white as a sheet. She 
swayed and dropped to the floor in a dead faint 

Minutes passed before footsteps outside Honor’s bedroom 
door turned into a loud knocking. Honor, who was barely 
conscious herself from restricted air flow, heard Walter’s 
voice only dimly. 

“Honor! Honor, for God’s sake, what’s going on! Open the 
door!” The knocking continued until Walter realized it was 
fruitless and instructed the wide-eyed butler to get something 
to batter down the door. 

Soon a loud pounding was replaced by the sound of the 
door splintering, the heavy wooden bolt cracking under the 
pressure. Honor’s last conscious memory was of Walter’s 
face, framed in the glow of a candelabra as he gazed in hor¬ 
ror at the scene before him. 
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“How could I have known? She didn’t tell me and even, 
even after Marianne suspected—” Walter Gordon pushed 
nervous hands through his hair. 

He was sitting in a chair in the library opposite Brice 
Devlin, who hadn’t even had time to wash the soot from his 
face. He had come straight from the charred remains of his 
saloon to tell Honor the dishearte nin g news that every¬ 
thing—everything he had worked for was gone. He was 
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slumped now in an armchair, his brow lined with worry as 
they both waited for the physician to appear from Honors 

h^Why"didn’t she tell me that she had known Esteban be¬ 
fore?” Walter asked himself. “If only I had known!” 

Brice shrugged tiredly. “If you had known, what could you 
have done? She knew it would have only made an embarrass¬ 
ing situation between everyone concerned.” 

“But my own daughter didn’t even tell me .. 

“For reasons of her own.” Brice looked up at the older 
man and his silver-blue eyes were kind. “I’m sorry about 
what happened, Walter. You say the authorities have already 
begun on the assumption that she acted in self-defense—that 

11 Walter^oddedheavily. “They’ve allowed Marianne to re¬ 
main here, under my custody. The poor thing was still in 
shock and I suppose we won’t know the full story until she 

Ie< “At least the bastard is dead!” Brice growled to himself, 

letting his anger surface for a moment. TT , j 

It had been easy for Walter to discern from Honors nude 
body and the cords that bound her that Esteban had been in¬ 
tent on rape and that Marianne had surprised him before he 
had been able to fulfill the deed. He had only been gladthat 
neither of the young women had been 

Brice had told him the news that he and Honor had been 
married last night, Walter Gordon had thought that he was 
lying, had even accused him of it. But he remembered the 
golcf band on Honor’s finger, a small detail hehad passed 
over in the initial shock of the scene, and he had had to ac¬ 
cept the truth—that she could never be his now. ^ 

The two men sat silently, each wrapped m his own 
thoughts until the physician came out of Honor’s room, clos¬ 
ing the door softly behind him. Walter and Bnce both stood, 
but the former slumped back in his chair when the doctor 
called for her husband. . 

Brice stepped forward. “Is she all right: 

The doctor nodded. “You may go in to see her now, but 
please try to keep your visit short this time. I^gave her a little 
laudanum to help her sleep and she might be a bit groggy. 
There are a few minor abrasions in her throat and on her 
wrists, but otherwise she’ll be fine.” 

“Thank you, Doctor.” . - 

Brice hurried to go inside, then closed the door behind 
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him. He walked silently over to his wife—Honor, his wife. 
Her eyes were closed, the long, golden lashes lying innocently 
against the smooth roundness of her cheeks. Her mouth was 
relaxed, the delicate nostrils of her nose flaring with her even 
breathing. Brice leaned down softly and kissed that soft, pink 
mouth, wondering how he could have borne it had she not 
been here. 

Green eyes, cloudy with sleep, gazed up at him tenderly. 
“Brice ... it really is you?” 

He smiled. “Yes, Honor, I’m here now.” 

She sighed. “Marianne? The—the doctor wouldn’t tell me 
anything.” 

Brice put a finger on her lips. “Don’t talk now—just relax. 
You need to get some sleep.” 

“But—” 

“I’ll tell you everything in the morning.” 

She smiled softly and started to close her eyes, then they 
flew open as she gazed up with a look of horror. “Brice! The 
saloon—Esteban was the one who set the fire. He—” 

“It doesn’t matter, Honor.” 

“But the saloon must be all burned down and you—you 
have nothing left!” 

He grinned rakishly, setting her fears at rest. “Did I never 
tell you a little about myself, wife? It so happens, Honor 
Devlin, that you are married to what is known as—an eligi¬ 
ble heir, among the matronly set.” 

“An heir? You! Brice, you were always so secretive about 
your past,” she accused him, struggling to hide the yawn she 
felt overtaking her. 

He laughed. “Now, I didn’t want you to marry me for my 
money, darling,” he retorted, taking her hand to fold it be¬ 
tween his own. 

“Oh, Brice!” She was smiling, but there were tears in her 
eyes and Brice felt a suspicion of moisture himself as he re¬ 
turned her smile. “I would have married you if you were the 
poorest man on earth! I love you” she said firmly. 

“And I love you, Honor.” 

“If only you had found that out a long time ago,” she said 
to herself. 

“I’ll admit to being stubborn and stupid,” he put in. “I just 
don’t think I could quite believe that you were laying your 
love at my feet all those months ago. I was a man who hadn’t 
been used to such trust,” he admitted, gazing at her reflec- 



‘And now, you do believe me—and we will trust one an¬ 
other?” she asked with a tiny bit of fear in her voice. This 
man was so very volatile, so masculine and virile she still 
could hardly believe he had married her—that she was his 
wife. 

“I believe you with all my heart, darling,” he affirmed, 
pressing her hand tightly. “You and I Were made for each 
other, Honor, bound together for the rest of our lives.” 

She returned the squeeze and smiled sweetly up at him, but 
her eyes felt suddenly very heavy. “What did that old doctor 
give me?” she wanted to know. 

He laughed. “Something to help you sleep.” 

“Sleep!” she groaned. “I was just thinking how nice it 
would be to begin our honeymoon right now.” 

He kissed her mouth and laughed to himself as her eyes 
closed, despite her stubborn desire to keep them open. There 
would certainly be time enough for the honeymoon later, he 
thought contentedly. After all—they did have the rest of their 
lives together. 
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